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ACT I. 

MARY BEATON. 




Scene I . — Tlu Upper Chwnher ir 
The four Maries. 

MARY BEATON {singi) \ 

1 . 

Le navire 
Est a Ceau ; 
EiUeuds rire 
Ce (jros Jiot 
Que fait luire 
Et bruire 
Le vieux sire 
Aquilo, 


2 . 

Dans tespace 
Du graiui air 
Le vent passe 
Comme un fer ; 


Ilolgrood. 


u 2 
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CHASTELABD. 


[act l 


Siffle et sonne, 

Toinhe et tonne^ 

Prend et donne 
A la mer. 

3 - 

Vois. la brise 
* Tourne au nord^ 

Et la bise 
Souffle et mord 
Sur ta pure 
Chevelure 
Qui murmure 
Et se tord. 

MARY IL\MILTON. 

You never sing now but it makes you sad ; 
Why do you aiug ? 


MARY BEATON. 

I hardly know well why ; ^ 
It makes me sad to sing, and very sad 
To hold my peace. 
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MART CARillCHAEL. 

I know what saddens you. 

MARY BEATON. 

Prithee, what ? what ? 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Why, since we came trora France, 
You have no lover to make stuff for songs. 

MARY BEATON. 

You arc wise ; for there my pain begins indeed, 
Because J have no lovers out of France. 

MARY SEYTON. 

I mind me of one Olivier de Pesme, 

(You knew him, sweet) a pale man with short hair, 
Wore tied at sleeve the Beaton colour. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Blue — 

I know, blue scarfs. I never liked that knight. 
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OHASTELABD. 


[act I. 


MABY HAMILTON. 

Me 7 I know him ? I hardly knew his name. 
Black, was his hair ? no, brown. 


MARY SEYTON. 

Light pleases you : 

I have seen the time, brown served you well enough. 


MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Lord Darnley’s is a mere maid’s yellow. 


MARY UAillLTON. 

A man’s, good colour. 


No; 


MARY SEYTON. 

Ah, does that bum your blood ^ 
Why, what a bitter colour is this red . 

That fills your face ! if you be not in love, 

I am no maiden. 


MARY HAMILTON. 

Nay, God help true hearts I 
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I must be stabbed with love then, to the bone, 

Yea to the spirit, post cure. 

MARY SEVTON. 

What were yon sayinjr ? 
I see some jest run up and down your lips. 

MARY CAHMICHAED. 

Finish your song; I know you liave more of it ; 

Good sweet, I pray you do. 

MARY REATON. 

I am too sad. 

MARY CARMICIIAKL. 

This will not sadden you to sing ; your song 
Tastes sharp of sea and the sea's bittemcas, 

But small pain sticks on it. 

MARY REATON. 

Nay, it is wid ; 

For either sorrow with tlic beaten li])s 
Sings not at all, or if it does get breath 
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SingH (jiiick and sharp like a hard sort of mirth : 
And so this song does ; or I would it did, 

That it might please me better tlian it does. 

MARY SEYTON. 

Well, as you choose then. What a sort of men 
Crowd all about the^squares ! 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Ay, hateful men ; 

For look how many talking mouths be there, 

So many angers show their teeth at us. 

Which one iff that, stooped somewhat in the neck, 
That walks so with liis chin against the wind, 
laps sideways shut ? a keen-faced man — lo there, 
lie that walks inidinost. 

[ARY SEYTON. 

That is Master Knox. 
He carrier all these folk within his skin, 

Bound up a> ’twere between the brows of him 
Like a bad thought ; tlieir hearts beat inside his ; 
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JCOT I.] 

They gather at hia lips like flics in the sun, 

Thrust sides to catch his face. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Look forth ; so — push 
The window — further— see you anything ? 


MARY HAMILTON. 

They are well gone ; but pull the lattice in, 

The wind is like a blade aslant. Would G^od 
I could get back one day I think upon ; ^ 

The day we four and some six after us ^ ' 

fifllts*.^ w! 


SI f 


► f tr 


Sat in that Louvre gardm ami plucked 

This way ; you shut your eyes and reaclnm ^hjfk 
And eatcli a lover for each grape you ge^ * 


Ui 

^ si 

• - 

^ m 


U -j 
< < 
U4 U) 

K K 

^ SO 


I got but one, a green one, and it broke ^ ^ ^ X Ji 
Between my fingers and it ran down througli them. 


MARY SEYTON. 

Ay, and the queen fell in a little wrath 
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CHASTELAED. 


[act 


Because she got so many, and tore off 
Some of them she had plucked unwittingly — 
She said, against her will. What fell to you ? 


MARY BEATON. 

Me ? nothing but the stalk of a stripped bunch 
With clammy grape-juice leavings at the tip. 


MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Ay, true, the queen came first and she won all ; 

It was her bunch we took to cheat you witli. 
What, will you weep for that now ? for you seem 
As one that means to weep. Grod pardon me ! 

I think your throat is choking up with tears. 

You are not well, sweet, for a lying jest 
To shake you thus much. 


MARY BEATON. 

I am well enough : 

Give not your pity trouble for my sake. 
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MARY SE\TON. 

If you be well sing out your song and laugh, 
Though it were but to fret the fellows there. — 
Now shah wo catch her secret washed and wet 
In the middle of her song ; for she must weep 
If she sing through. 


MARY HAMILTON. 

I told you it was love ; 

1 watched her eyes all through the masquing time 
Feed on his face by morsels; she must weej). 

MARY BEATON. 

4 - 

Le navire 
Passe et luit^ 

Puis chavire 
A grand bruit ; 

Et 8ur Vonde 
La plus blonde 
Tele an monde 
Flotte et fuit. 
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[i.OT I. 


5 - 

Moij jt rame^ 

Et Vamour^ 

C^est ma Jlaimne^ 
Mon grand jour ^ 

Ma chandelle 
Blanche et helle, 

Ma chapelle 
De sejour. 

6 . ' 

Toi^ mon dme 
Et ma foiy 
Sois ma dame 
Et ma lot ; 

Sois ma miV, 

Sois MariCy 
Sois ma fiV, 

Tovte d vwi ! 

MARY SEYTON. 

I know the song ; a song of Cliastelard’s 
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CHASTELARD. 


^3 


He made in coming over with tlie queen. 

How hard it rained ! he played tliat over twice 
Sitting before her, singing each word soft, 

As if he loved the least she listened to. 

ilARY UAMILTON. 

No marvel if he loved it for her ftike : . 

She is the choice of women in tlie world, 

Is she not, sweet ? 


MARY BEATON. 

1 have seen no fairer one. 

MARY SEYTUN. 

And the most loving : did you note last night 
How long she hold him with her hands and eyes, 
Looking a little sadly, and at last 
Kissed him below the chin and parted so 
As the dance ended ? 

MARY HAMILTON, 

This was courtesy ; 



CHASTKLARD. 
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[iCT I. 


So might I kise my Binglng-bird’s red bill 
After Bome song, till he bit short my lip. 


MARY SE\TON, 

But if a lady hold her bird anights 
To sing to her between her fingers — ha ? 

I have seen such birds. 

e 

MARY CARMICUAEL. 

0, you talk emptily ; 

She is full of grace ; and marriage in good time 
Will wash the fool called scandal off men’s lips. 

MARY HAMILTON. 

I know not that ; I know how folk would gibe 
If one of us puslied courtesy so far. 

She has always loved love’s fashions well ; you wot, 
The marslial, head friend of this Chaatelard’s, 

Sl^ used to talk with ere he brought her here 
And BOW their talk with little kisses thick 
As roses in rose-harvest. For myself, 

I cannot see which side of her that lurks 
Which snares in such wise all the sense of men ; 



SCOT l] 


CHASTELARD. 
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What special beauty, subtle as man’s eye 
And tender as the inside of the eyelid is, 

There grows about her. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

I tliink her cunning speech— 

The soft and rapid shudder of her breatli 

0 

In talking — the rare tender little Idugh — 

The pitiful sweet sound like a bird’s sigh 
When her voice breaks ; her talking does it all. 

MARY SEYTON. 

I say, her eyes with those clear perfect brows : 

It is the playing of those eyelashes, 

The lure of amorous looks as sad as love, 

Plucks all souls toward her like a net. 

MARY HAMILTON. 

What, what ! 

You praise her in too lover-like a wise 
For women that praise women ; such report 
Is like robes worn the rough side next the akin, 

Frets where it warms 



1 6 CHA8TELABD. [act i. 

MARY SEYTON. 

You think too much in French. 

Enter Darnley. 

Here comes your thorn ; what glove against it now ? 

ikARY UAMILTON. 

O, God^s good pity I this a tliorn of mine ? 

It lias not run deep in yet. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

I am not sure : 

Tlie red runs over to your face’s edge. 

DARNLEY. 

Give me one word ; nay, lady, for love’s sake ; 

Here, come this way ; I will not keep you ; no. 

— O my sweet soul, why do you wrong me thus ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

Why wiU you give me for men’s eyes to bum ? 
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DARNLEY. 

What, sweet, I love you aa mine own soul loves me ; 
They shall divide when we do. 

MARY UAMILTON. 

I cannot say. 

DARNLEY. 

Wliy, look you, I am broken with tlie queen ; 

This is tlie rancour and the bitter heart 
That grows in you ; by God it is nought else. 

Why, tliia last night she held me for a fool — 

Ay, God wot, for a thing of strijK} and bell. 

I bade her make me marslial in her masque — 

I had the dress here painted, gold and grey 
(That is, not grey but a blue-green like this) — 

She tells me she had chosen her marshal, she, 

The best o’ the world for cunning and sweet wit ; 

And what sweet fool but her sweet knight, God 
help ! 

To serve her with that three-inch wit of Ids ? 

She is all fool and fiddling now ; for me, 



1 8 CHASTETiARTX [lOT i. 

I am well pleased ; Gcwi knows, if I might choose 
I would not be more troubled with her love. 

Her love is like a briar that rasps the flesh, 

And yours is soft like flowers. Come this way, 'love ; 
So, further in this window ; hark you here. 

Enter Chastelard. 

MARY BEATON. 

Good morrow, sir. 

CHASTELARD. 

Good morrow, noble lady. 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

You have heard no news ? what news ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Nay, I have none. 

That maiden-tongued male-faced Elizabeth 
Hath eyes imlike our queen’s, hair not so soft. 

And hands more sudden save for courtesy ; 
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CHASTELARD. 




And lips no kisi of l^e’s could bring to flower 
In such red wise as our queen’s ; save this news, 
I know none English. 


MARY SEYTON. 

Come, no news of her ; 
God’s love talk still ratlier of our queen. 

MARY BEATON. 

God give us grace then to speak well of lier 
You did right joyfully in our masque last night; 

I saw you when the queen lost breath (her head 
Bent back, her chin and lips catching the air — 

A goodly thing to see her) how you smiled 
Across her head, between your lips — no doubt 
You had great joy, sir. Did not you take note 
Once how one lock fell ? that was good to see. 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, good enough to live for. 

MARY BEATON. 

Nay, but sweet 
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CHAStELARD. 
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CHASTELARD. 

Nothing. You do not greatly love her, you, 

Who do not — gird, you^call it. I am bound to 
France; 

Shall I take word from you to any one ? 

So it Ix) harmlesB, not a gird, I will. 

MARV BEATON. 

I doubt you will not go hence with your life. 

CHASTELARD. 

Why, who should slay mel no man north ward.s 
lK)rn, 

In my poor nfind; my sword’s lip is no maid’s 
To frar the iron biting of their own, 

Though they kiss hard for hate’s sake. 

MARV DEATON. 

Lo you, air, 

How sharp he whispers, what close breath and 
eyes — 

And hers are fast upon him, do you see 1 
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CHASTELARD. 

Well, which of these must take my life in hand 1 
Pray God it bo the better : nay, which hand ? 

MABY BKATON. 

I think, none such. The man is goodly made; 

She is tender-hearted toward his courtesies, 

And would not have them fall too low to find. 

Look, they slip forth. 

[^Exeunt Darnlky and Mary Hamilton. 


MARY SKVTON. 

For love’s sake, after them. 

And soft as love can. 

[^Kxtuni Mary Carmichakl and Mary Sevton. 

CHASTELARD. 

True, a goodly man. 

What shapeliness and state ho hath, what eyes. 
Brave brow and lordly lip 1 were it not fit 
Great queens should love him 1 
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CHASTELAKD. 


[act I. 


MARY BEATON. 

See you now, fair lord, 
I have but scant breath’s time to help myself, 

* And I must cast my heart out on a chance ; 

So bear with me. That we twain have loved well, 

1 have no heart nor wit to say ; God wot 
We had never made good lovers, you and 1. 

Ijook you, I would not have you love me, sir, 

For all the love’s sake in the world. I say, 

You love the queen, and loving burns you up, 

And mars the grace and joyous wit you had, 

Turning your speech to sad, your face to strange, 
Your mirth tr) nothing; and I am piteous, I, 

FiVen as the qui^en is, and such women are ; 

And if I helped you to your love-longing, 

Meseems some grain of love miglit fall my way 
And love’s god help me when I came to love ; 

1 have read tales of men that won their loves 
On some such wise. 


CHKSTF.LAllD. 

If you mean mercifully, 
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I am bound to you past thought and thank ; if wors^, 
I will but thank your lips ;ind not your heart. 

MAKY BEATON. 

Nay^ lot love wait and praise ine» in God’s name, 
Some day when ho shall find me ; yet, God wot, 

My lips are of one colour with my heart 
Withdraw now from me, and about hiidnight 
In some close chaml>er without light or noise 
It may be I shall get you speech of her ; 

She loves you well ; it may be she will speak, 

1 wot not what ; she loves you at her heart. 

Let her not see that I have given you word, 

Lest .she take shame and hate her love. Till night. 
I.»et her not see it. 

CIIASTELAUl). 

I will not thank you now. 

And then I’ll die what sort of death you will. 
Farewell. [AV//. 

MAHY DEATON. 

And by Gods mercy and my love’s 
I will find ways to earn such thank of you. [AV/A 
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CHASTELARD. 


[act l 


ScEKE n . — A Hall in the same. 

The Queen, Daunlev, Murrav, Randolph, the Maries, 
Chastelard, ^c. 

QUEEN. 

Hath no man seon my lord of Chastelard ? 

Nay, no groat matter. Keep you on that side : 

Begin the purpose. 


MARV CARMICHAEL. 

Madam, ho is here. 

QUEEN. 

Begin a measure now tliat other side. 

1 will not dance ; lot them play soft a little. 

Fair sir, wo had a dance to tread to-night, 

To teach our north folk all sweet ways of France ; 
But at this time we have no heart to it. 

Sit, sir, and talk. Look, this breast-clasp is new, 
The French king sent it me. 
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CHASTELARD. 

A goodly thing : 

But what device ? the word is ill to catch. 

QUEEN. 

A Venus crowned, that cate the hearts of men : 

Below her flies a love with a batV wings, 

And strings tlie hair of paramours to bind 
Live birds’ feet with. Lo what small subtle 
work : 

The smith’s name, (iinn Grisostomo da — what? 

Can you read that ? The sea fn)th8 underfoot ; 

She stands upon the sea and it curls up 
In soft loose curls that run to one in the wind. 

But her hair is not sliaken, there’s a fault ; 

It lies straight down in close-cut points and tongues, 
Not like blown hair. The legend is writ small : 

Still one make| out this — Cave — if you look. 

C!IAST>:LAnD. 

I SCO the Venus well enough, God wot, 

But nothing of the legend. 
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CHASTELARD. 


[act l 


QUEEN. 

Come, fair lord, 

Shall we dance now 7 my heart is good again. 

[^They (lance a measure. 


DAllNLKY. 

I do not like this nitfriner of a dance, 

This game of two by two ; it were much better 
To me(‘t iHJtween the changes and to mix 
Than still to keep a{>art and whispering 
Each lady out of earshot with lior friend. 

MAEY DEATON. 

That’s as the lady serves her knight, I tliink : 

We arc broken up too much. 

DAIINLEY. 

Nay, nc^such thing ; 

lie not wroth, lady, I wot it was the queen 
Pricked each his friend out Look you now — your 

ear — 

If love had gone by choosing — how they laugh, 



SCIKI II] 


CHASTELARa 
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Lean lips together, and wring liands uuderliand ! 

’WTiat, you look wlute too, sick of heart, ashamed, 

No marvel — for men call it — hark you tliough — 

[T/tey pa$t. 

urnitAV. 

Was the queen found no merrier in France ? 

MARY HAMILTON. 

Why, have you seen her sorrowful to-night ? 

MCKRAY. 

I say not so much ; blithe she seems at whiles, 

(lentle and goodly doubtless in all ways. 

Rut hanlly with such lightness and (piick heart 
As it was said. 


MARY HAMILTON. 

Tis your gre^it care of her 
Makes you misdoubt ; nought else. 

MIRBAY. 

Yea, may be so ; 

Shi has no cause I know to sadden her. [They pan. 
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QUEEN. 

I am tired too soon ; I could have danced down hours 
Two years gone hence and felt no wearier. 

One grows mucli older northwards, my fair lord ; 

1 wonder men die south ; meseems all France 
Smells sweet with living, and bright breath of days 
That keep men far ^om dying. Peace ; pray you now, 
No dancing more. Sing, sweet, and make us mirth ; 
We have done witli dancing measures : sing that song 
You call the song of love at ebb. 

MARY BEATON (sitlfjs), 

Ikticeen the sunset and the sea 
Mf/ love laid hands and lips on me ; 

OJ sweet came soar, of day came niyht^ 

Of long desire came brief delight : 

Ah love, and what thing came of thee 
Between (he sca~dowfis and the sea ? 


2 . 

Between the sea-mark and the sea 
Joy grew to grief grief grew to me ; 
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Lovt turned to Uars^ and tears to fire^ 
And dead delight to new desire ; 

Love's talk, love's touch there seemed to be 
Between the sea-sand and the sea, 

3 * 

Between the sundown and the sea 
Love watched one. hour of love ^vith me; 
Then down the all-golden water-ways 
His feet Jiew after yesterdays ; 

I saw them corns and saw them flee 
Between tlw sea-foam and the sea, 

4 - 

Between the sea-strand and the sea 
Love fell on slerp^ sleep ftll on me ; 

The first star saw twain turn to one 
Between the moonrise and the sun ; 

The next, that saw not love, saw me 
Between the sea-hanks ami the sea. 


qii:en. 


Lo, sirn 
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What mirth is here 1 Some song of yours, fair lord ; 
You know glad ways of rhyming — no such tunes 
As go to tears. 


CIIASTELAHD. 

I made this yesterday ; 

For its love’s sake I pray you let it live. [lit sings. 


T. 

Aprh taut dejonrSy apres taut dt plnirs^ 
Sogt^z Ht^ronrable a man nme en peine, 

Votjez conme Avril fait V amour auxjleurs; 
Dame damnur^ dame aux belles couleurs, 
Ditu voiLS a fait belUj Amour vous fait reine. 


2 , 

Kiom.je Cen prie ; aimonSyje le reux. 

Le temps fuit et rit et ne revient gucre 
Pour baiser le bout de tes blonds cheA^euXy 
Pour baiser tes cthy ta houche et tes yeux ; 
L amour n'a qu'unjour aupres de ta mere. 
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QUEEN. 

Tifl a true song ; love shall not pluck time back 
Nor time lie down with love. For me, I am old ; 

Have you no hair changed since you changed to Scot ? 
I look each day to see my face dijiwn uj) 

About the eyes, as if they sucked tlie clieeks. 

I think this air and face of things hjre north 
Puts snow at flower-time in the blood, and tears 
Between the sad eyes and the merry mouth 
In their youth-days. 

C]fASTKLAm>. 

It is a bitter air. 

QUEEN. 

Faith, if I might be gone, sir, would I stay ? 

I think, for Jio man’s love’s sake. 

ClIASTELAItn. 

I thitik not. 


QUEEN, 

Do you not mind at landing how the quay 
Looked like a blind wet face in waste of wind 
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And .washing of wan waves ? how the hard mist 
Made the hills ache ? your songs lied loud, my knight, 
They said my flice would bum off cloud and rain 
Seen once, and fill the crannied land with fire, 

Kindle the capes in their blind black-grey hoods — 

I know not what. You praise m(; past all loves ; 

And these men lovp* me little ; ’tis some fault, 

I think, to love me : even a fool’s sweet fault, 

I have your verse still beating in iny head 
Of how the swallow got a wing broken 
In the spring time, and lay upon his side 
Watcliing the rest fly offi’ the red leaf-time. 

And broke his lieart with grieving at himself 
Before the snow came. Do you know that lord 
With sli;irp-set eyes? and him with huge thewed 
tliroat? 

Oooil friends to me ; I had need love them well. 

Why do you look one way ? 1 will not have you 

Keep your eyes here : ’tis no great wit in me 
To care mueli now for old French friends of mine.— 
Como, a fresh measure; come, play well for me, 

Fair sirs, your playing puts life in foot and heart.— 
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DAKNIJ^V. 

IjO you again, sim, how she laugli.s and Ic^in.'^, 
Holding him fast — the supple way she liath ! 

Your queen hath none suoli ; l>otter as slie i.-^ 

For all her nieasiu:es, a grave English maid, 

Than queen of snakes and Scots, 

* nANDOLPlI. 

She is over fair 

To bo so sweet and hurt not. A good knight ; 
(loodly to look on. 


Mri:i:AV. 

Yea, a good sword too, 

And of good kin ; t(X> light of having though ; 

These jangling song-smiths are keen love-mong(Ts, 
They snap at all meats. 

DAHNLKY. 

Wliat! by Go<l I think, 
For all his soft French face and briglit boy's 8Wf>r(l, 
There be folks fairer : and for knightliness, 

n 2 
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[act l 

These hot-lipped brawls of Paris breed sweet knights — 
Mere stubbors for a laugh across the wine. — 

QUKKS. 

There, I have danced you down for once, fair 
lord; 

You look pale now^' Nay then for courtesy 
I must needs help you ; do not bow your head, 

I am tall enough to reach close under it 

him. 

Now come, we’ll sit and sec this passage through, — 

DAKNLEY. 

A courtesy, God help us ! courtesy — 

Pray God it wound not where it should heal wounds. 
Wliy, there was here last year some lord of France 
(Priest on the wrong side aif some folk are prince) 

Told tales of Paris ladies — nay, by God, 

No jest for queen a li{>9 to catch laughter of 
That would keep clean ; I wot he made good mirth, 
But she laugheil over sweetly, and in such wise — 

Nay, ^ laughcnl too, but lothly. — 
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grEEK. 

How they look ! 

Tlie least thing courk^ous galls them to the bone. 
What would one say now I were thinking of? 


CIIASTELAHD. 

It seems, some sweet thing. 


(^rtKN. 

True, a BWC(‘t one, sir — 
That madrigal you made Alys de Saulx 
t)f the three ways of love ; the first kiss lionour, 

The second pity, and the last kiss love. 

Which think you now was that 1 kis.sed you with ! 


CHASTf.EAltn. 

It should be pity, if you ])e pitiful ; 

For I am jwist all honouring that keep 
Outside the eye of battle, wliere my kin 
Fallen overseas have found this many a day 
No helm of mine between them ; and for love, 
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1 think of that as cleiid men of good days 

En* tlie Avrong side of death was tlieirs, when God 

W as friends Avith them. 


KKN. 

Good ; ciiW it pity then. 
You have a subtle riddling skill at love 
Which is not like a lover. For iny part, 

I am rcMolvid to lx.' well done with love, 

^rhough I Avere fairer-faced than all the Avorld ; 

then' he fainT. Think you, fair iny knight, 

Love shall live after life in any man? 

I have given you stuff for riddles. 

eUASlFLAUI). 

Most sweet fpieen. 

They say men dying rememK*r, Avlth sharp joy 
And rapid relucUition of desire, 

Some old thing, some swift breath of wind, some Avord, 
Some sword-stroke or dead lute-strain, some lost sight, 
Smie sea-blossom stripped to the sun and burned 
At naked ebl) — some river-flower that breathes 
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Against the stream like a swooned swimmer's mouth — 
Some tear or laugh ore lip and eye were man’s — 

Sweet stings that struck the blood in riding — nay, 

Some garment or sky-colour or spicc-smell, 

And die with heiirt and face shut fist on it, 

And know not why, and weep not ; it may bo 
Men sliall hold love fast always in such wise 
In new fair lives where all are new\hings else, 

And know not why, and weep not. 


(^rEKN. 

A right rhym<‘, 

And right a rhyme’s worth : nay, a sweet wrmg, 
tliough. 

What, shall my cousin hold fast that love of his, 

Her face and talk, when life ontls ? as (lod grant 
His life end late and sweet; I love him well. 

She is fair enough, his lover; a fair-laced maid, 

With grey 8^vect eyes and tender touch of talk ; 

And that, God wot, I wist not. S<'e you, sir, 

Men say I needs must get wed hastily ; 

Do none point lips at him 7 
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CHASTELARD. 

Yea, guessingly. 


QUEEN. 

Gml help such lips f and get me leave to laugh ! 

What should I do but paint and put him up 
I /ike a gilt god, a aaintship in a shrine, 

For all fools’ feast f God’s mcn.*y on men’s wits I 
Tall ;u4 a hou8(^U>p and as hare of brain — 
ril have no Ht4ifTs with fool-faced cnrven heads 
To hang my life on. Nay, for love, no more, 

For fear 1 laugh and set their eyes on edge 
To find out why I laugh. Gooil night, fair lords; 

IVid them cea.so playing. Give me your hand; good 
night. 
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Scene IIT.— Mauy Beaton’s Chambtr : nighi. 
Kilter ClIASTELARI). 


I 


CHASTKLAUD. 

[ am not certain yet flhe >vill not come ; 
hor I can feel her Imml^ boat still in mine, ^ 

► f y 

l^ast doubting of, and sec liCT brows half drajflJ, T 
And half a light in the eyes. If slie corno ^ 

I am no worse' than he that dies to-night, j 
This two years’ patienc'O gets an end at Ihost, 
Whi(‘hover way I am well done with it^ 

How hard the thin sweet moon is, split|^jd^cC[d 
And latticed over, just a stray of it ^ w 
Catching and clinging at a strip of wall, 

Hardly a hand s breadth. Did slic turn indceil 
In going out? not to catch np lier gown 
Tlie page let slij), but to keep sight of me ? 

There was a .soft small stir beneath her eyea 
Hard to put on, a quivering of her blood 
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That knew of the old nights watched out wakefully. 
Those nicasures of her dancing too were changed — 
More Hwift and with more eager stops at whiles 
And rapid pauses where l)rcatli failed her lips. 

Knter Mary Beaton. 

( ), she is come : if you bo she indee<l 

li(‘t me hut hold your hand; what, no word yet ? 

You turn and kiss me without word ; 0 sweet, 

If you will slay me l)e not over (piick, 

Kill nie with some slow heavy kiss that plucks 
The liearl out at tlio Al;is ! sweet lovi*, 

^Jive me Hoim? old sweet word to kiss away. 

Is it a jest ? for I can feel your hair 
Touch me — I may embrace your bo<ly too ? 

I know you well enough witlio\it sweet words, 
llow ^llould one make you spcuik ? This is not 
she. 

C'ome m the light; nay, let me see your eyes. 

All, you it is? what liave I done to you ? 

And dt)you look now to be slain for this 

That you twist back and shudder like one stabbed 1 
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MAUY BEATON. 

Yea, kill me now and do not look at me : 

(rod knows 1 meant to die. Sir, for God’s love 
Kill me now quick er(‘ I go mad with shame. 

CHASTELAKI). 

Cling not upon my wri.sts: let go t]ie hilt : 

Nay, you will hruiso your hand witli it: stand U]>: 
You shall not liave my sword Ibrllu 

MAUY nE\TON. 

Kill mo now, 

I will not rise : then*, I atn patimit, see, 

1 will not strive, but kill me for God’s wike. 

CIIASTKEAUn. 

Pray you rise up and Ijo not shaken so: 

Forgivt' me my rasli words, my heart was gone.* 
After the thing you were : ]>e not ashamed ; 

Give me the Hl)amo, you have no part in it ; 

Can I not say a word shall do you good ? 

Forgive tliat too. 
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MARY BEATO.V. 

I fihali run crazed with shame ; 

But when I felt your lips catch hold on mine 
It stopped my breath : I would have told you 
all; 

Let mo go out : you ace I lic<l to you, 

And I arn shamed; Ji pray you loose mo, sir, 

Lot me go out. 

CHASTELARD. 

Think no bjuse things of mo : 

I wore most base to l(*t you go asliamed. 

Think my heart’s love and honour go with you : 

Yea, while I live, for your love’s noble sake, 

I am your servant in what wise may bo, 

To love and s<'rve you with rigjit thankful heart. 

MARY BEATON. 

I have given men leave to mock mo, and must boar 
Wliat sliame they please : you liave good cause to 
mock. 

liCt me pass now. 



in.} 


CUASTELARD. 


45 


CIIASTELAUD. 

You know 1 mock you not. 

If ever 1 leave off to honour you, 

God give me shame I I were the worst churl born. 

MArn* DKATON. 

No marvel though the queen should love you tof, 
Being such a kniglit. 1 pray you for her love, 
Ixird Clmstelard, of your great courtesy, 

Think now no scorn to give me my last kiss 
That I shall have of man In^fore I die. 

Even the siime lips you kis.sed and know not of 
Will you kiss now, knowing the shame of tliem, 

And say no one word to me afUTwartls, 

That 1 may see 1 have love<l the best lover 
And man most courteous of all men alive I 

MAKY SKYTON {n'i(litn). 

Here, fetch the light : nay, this way ; enter all. 

MAKY KEATON, 

1 am twice undone. Fly, get some hiding, sir ; 
They have spied upon me somehow. 
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CHASTELAKI). 

Nay, fear not; 


Stand by my side. 


Enitr Mary Seyton and xMary Hamilton. 


^MARY HAMILTON. 

Give ino tliut liglit: thU way. 

( IIASTELARI). 

What jest is here, fair ladies i it walks late, 
Something too late for langhing. 


MARY SKUON. 

Nay, fair sir, 

What jest is this of yonrs ? Look to your lady : 

She \A nigh swooned. The queen shall know' all this. 


M\RY HAMILTON. 

A grievous sliaine it is we arc fallen upon ; 

Hold forth tlio light. la this your care of us? 
Nay, come, look up : this is no game, God wot. 
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CHASTELAUD. 

Shame sliall befall them that sjK'uk shamefully : 
1 swear this lady is as pure and good 
As any maiden, and wlio Iwlieves me not 
Shall keep the shame for his part and the lie. 
To them that come in honour and not in hate 
1 will make answer. I^idy, liave gdy<l lieart 
Give me the liglit there : I will see you fortl . 


END OF Till, FIK>)T ACT. 
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Scene I . — Tht great Chamber in IlolgrootL 
The Queen ami Mauy Sfatun. 


(2UEEN. 

But will you swear it ? 

MARY hEYTON. 

Swear it, madam ? 


<iUEEN. 

Ay 

Swear it. 


MAUY SKY TON. 

Madam, I am not friends with them 


l^UI.KN. 

Swear then against them if you Jire nut friends. 

MARY SEYTON. 


Indeed 1 saw them kiss. 
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QUEEN, 

So lovers use — 

What, their mouths close ? a goodly way of love I 
Or but the hands? or on her throat ? Prithee — 

You have sworn that. 

MAIIV SEYTON. 

I say what I saw done. 

QUEEN. 

Ay, you did sec her cheeks (God smite them red!) 
Kissed cither side ? what, they must eat strange^bod, 
Thos4.‘ singing lips of his? 

MARY SEYTON. 

Sweet meat enough — 

They started at my coming five yards off, 

Hut there they were. 

QUEEN. 

A maid may have kisfied cheeks 
no shame in them — ^yet one would not swear. 
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You have sworn that Pray God he not mad : 
A sickness in his eyes. The left side love 
(1 was told that) and the right courtesy. 

‘Tis good fools’ fashion. What, no more but this ! 
For me, (iod knows I am no whit wrotli ; not 1 ; 
But for your fame’s siiko that her shame will stiiiL^ 
I cannot see a way to ])ardon her— • 

For your fame’s sake, lest that be ])rated of. 

M.\aV SK^ION, 

Nay, if she were not chaste — I have not wud 
She was not chaste. 


01 Kt N. 

1 know you art‘ tender (»f her ; 
^And your sweet word will hardly turn her sweet. 

MARY .SKVTON. 

Indeed I would fain do her any good. 

Shall 1 not take some gracious word to lier ! 

QUEEN. 

Bid her not come or wait on me to-day. 
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MARY SEYTON. 

Will you sec him ? 


QUEEN. 

See — 0, this Chastclard? 

He doth riot well to sing maids into shame; 

And folk are sharp here; yet for sweet friends’ sake 
Assuredly I’ll see liim. I am not wroth. 

A j^oodly man, and a good sword thereto— 

It may he lie shall wed her. I am not wroth. 


MARY SEYTON. 

^ay, though she lx)ro with him, she hath no great love, 
I douht me, that way. 


QUEEN. 

(rod mend all, I pray — 
And kcH p us from all wrongdoing and wild wortls, 
I think there is no laiilt men fall upon 
Hut 1 eo\ild pardon, Lcx)k you, I would swear 
She were no j)aramour fur any man, 

So well I love her. 
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MARY SEYTON. 

Ain I to bid him in ? 

QrEEK. 

you will, sweet. But if you held me linrd 
You did me grievous wong. Dotli lie wait there ! 
Jlen call me over tender ; I had railier so. 

Than too ungracious. Father, wliat witli you ! 

Enter Father Black. 

EATlIEi; ItLACK. 

(lod'rt peace and health of soul bo witli the queen ! 
And jiardon be with me though I speak truth. 

As I was going on pwiccablc men’s wise 
' Through your good town, desiring no man harm, 

A kind of shameful woman with thiers lips 
Spake somowluit to me over a thrust-out chin, 
Soliciting as I deemed an alms ; which alms 
( Remembering what was writ of Magdalen) 

I gave not grudging but with pure goo<l heart, 
When lo some scurril children that lurked near, 
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Set there by Satan for my stumbling-stone, 

Fell hooting with necks thwart and eyes asquint, 
Screeched and made horns and shot out tongues 
at me, 

As at my Lord the Jews shot out their tongues 
And made their heads wag ; I considering this 
Took up my cross ip patience and passed forth : 
Nevertheless one ran between my feet 
And made me totter, using speech and signs 
I smart with shame to think of: then my blood 
Kindled, and 1 was moved to smite the knave, 

And the knave howled ; whereat the lewd whole herd 
Brake forth upon me and cast mire and stones 
So that I ran sore risk of bruise or gash 
If tliey had touched ; likewise I heard men say, 

(Their foul speech missed not of mine ear) they cried, 
This devil’s mass-priest hankers for new flesh 
Like a dry hound ; let him seek such at home, 

Snuff and smoke out the (|Uoen’8 French — ’’ 


qi'KEN. 


They said that ? 
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FATHER BLACK. 

— French paromoura that breed more shames tlmn 
sons 

All her court through forgive me. 

QUEEN, 

With my heart. 

Father, you see the hatefuInOHs of tli«se — 

'I'hey loathe us for our love. I nm not moved : 

What should I do being angry ? Hy this hand 
(Which is not big onougli to bruise their lips), 

I marvel what tiling should be done with me 
To make me wroth. Wc must liave patience witli us 
When we seek thank of men. 

FATHER BLACK. 

Madam, farewell ; 

1 pray (Jod keep you in such patient lieart. [ZvV/V. 


QUEEN. 

liOt him come now. 

MARY SEYTON. 

Madam, he ia at hand, [hlxit. 
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Enter ClIASTELARD. 


QUEEN. 

Cf ivc me that broidery frame ; how, gone so soon P 
N<» maid about? Reach me some skein of silk. 
What, are you conje, fair lord? Now by my life 
That livc« here idle, I am right glad of you ; 

I have slept so well and swoc't since yesternight 
It scTms our dancing put me in glad heart. 

Did you sleep well I 


CU XSTELARD. 

Veil, as a man may sleep. 


QUEEN. 

You smile as if I jested ; do not men 

Sleep as wo do / • Had you fair dreams in the night ? 

For iiH* — but I should fret you with my dreams — 

I dreamed sweet tilings. You are goo^l at sooth- 
saying : 

Make me a sonnet of my dream. 
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CllASTELARD. 


When I shall know it 


1 will, 


QUEEN. 

I tho\ight I was aalcK?p 
111 Paris, lying by my lord, and knew 
In somewise he was well awake, and yet 
I could not wake too; and I &ecme<l to know 
He hated me, and the least breath 1 made 
Would turn somehow to slay or stille me. 

Tlu‘n in brief time lie rose and went away, 

Saying, l.vt htr draun^ hut whin her (Iremn is tmi 
I V'ill rmne Imck nnd hdl h(r as she irakes. 

And 1 lay sick and trembling with sure fear, 

And still 1 knew that 1 wa.s (h*ej) asleep; 

And thinking I niust dream uoWy or I dic^ 

(lad send me^ some (joi^d dream hst I he sJaiUy 
Fell fancying one had bound my feet with cord.H 
And bade me dance, and the first measure made 
I fell ufion my face and wept for pain : 

And my cords broke, and I began the dance 
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To a bitter tune ; and he that danced with me 
Was clothed in black with long red lines and 
bars 

And masked down to the lips, but by the chin 
I knew you though your lips were sewn up close 
With scarlet thread all dabbled wet in blood. 

And then I knew tjie dream was not for good. 

And striving with sore travail to reach up 
And kiss you (you were taller in ray dream) 

1 missed your lips and woke. 

CHASTKI.ARD. 

Sweet dreams, you said ? 
Au evil dream I hold it for, sweet love. 

QrKKN. 

Vou m\\ love swTct; yea, what is bitter, then ? 

There's nothing broken sleep could hit upon 
So bitUT as the breaking down of love. 

You call me sweet ; I am not sweet to you, 

Nor you — O, I would say not sweet to me, 

And if I said so I should hardly lie. 
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But there have been those things between us, sir, 
Tliat men call sweet 


CIIASTELAUn. 

1 know not how There is 
Turns to There hath been ; His a heavier change 
Than change of flesh to dust. Yetthougli years change 
And good tilings end and evil things f^ow great, 
f The old love that was, or that Wiis dreamed alxuit, 

That sang and kisseil and wept uj)on itself, 

I-auglied and ran mad with love of its own face, 

That was a sweet thing. 


gi EKN. 

Nay, I know not well. 

*Ti8 when the man is held fast und(‘rground 
They say for sooth what manner of heart lie had. 
We are alive, and cannot be well sure 
If<we loved much or little: think you not 
It were convenient one of us should die ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Madam, your speech ia harsh to understand. 
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QUEEN. 

Why, there could come no change then ; one of us 
Would never need to fear our love might turn 
To the sad thing that it may grow to be. 

I would sometimes all things were dead asleep 

That I have loved, all buried in soft beds 

And sealed with dreams and visions, and each dawn 

c 

Sung to by sorrows, and all night assuaged 
By short sweet kisses and by sweet long loves 
For old life’s sake, lest weeping overmuch 
Should wake them in a strange new time, and arm 
Memory’s blind hand to kill forgetfulness. 

CHASTELAllD. 

Look, you dream still, and sadly. 

QUEEN. 

Sootli, a dream : 

For such things died or lied in sweet love’s face, 

And I forget them not, God help my wit ! 

I would the whole world were made up of sleep 
And life not iafibioned out of lies and loves. 
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We Iboliah women have such times, you know, 

Wien we are weary or afraid or sick 
For perfect nothing. 

CII*VSTKLAUI) {asi(k). 

Now \vo\ild Diio be fain 
To know what bitter or what dangcipiis thing 
She tliinks of, softly dialing her soft li|). 

She must mean evil. 

Ql'KKN. 

Arc you sad too, sir, 

That you say nothing ? 

ellASTHLAIil). 

1 1 not sad a jot — 

Tliough this your talk might make a blithe man sad. 

0 me! I must not let stray sorrows out ; 

They are ill to fledge, and if they feel blithe air 
They wail and chirp untuncfully. Would God 
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I had been a man ! when I was born, men say, 

My father turned his face and wept to tliink 
1 was no man. 

CHASTELABD. 

Will you weep too ? 

QCEEN. 

In sooth, 

If 1 were man I should be no base man ; 

I could have fouglit ; yea, I could figlit now too 
If men would shew me ; I would I were the king ! 

I should be all ways bettor than I am. 

ClfASTELAUI). 

Nay, would you have more honour, having this — ■ 

Men 8 hearts and loves and the sweet spoil of souls 
(liven you like simple gold to bind your hair ? 

Say you wore king of thews, not queen of souls, 

An iron headpiece hammered to a liead, 

You might tail too. 

Ql'EES. 

No, then I would not fail, 
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Or God sliould make me woman b^ick apiin. 

To be King Jamefj— yon liear men wiy Kimj 
The word sounds like a piece of gold thrown douiu 
Kings with a round and royal note in it — 

A name to write good record of; this king 
Fovight here and there*, was Iveatcn such a day, 

And came at last to a gooel end, hii^ life 
Being all lived out, and for the main part well 
And like a king's life; then to have men s;iy 
(As now they Siiy of Floddcn, here they brokt* 

And there they held \ip to th(* end) years l>aek 
They saw you — yen, I satr the kimfn fact hc/nnd 
Red in the hot lit Joref/nnind of some fi<iht 
Hold the whole war as it were hjf thr hit^ a lao’se 
Fit for his knees' grip — the great rearing mtr 
That frothed adth lips fung a/), and shook men's lires 
Off either fa nk of it like snow ; / saw 
(}ou could not hear as his sword rang)^ saw him 
Shout ^ laugh^ smite straight^ and f aw the rirrn raoLs^ 
More as the wind moveSj and his hro'ses feet 
Stnpe their long flag 'i with dust, hy, if one di‘ d. 
To die 90 in the heart and heat of war 
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Wero a much goodlier thing than living soft 
And speaking sweet for fear of men. Woe’s me, - 
Is there no way to pluck this body off? 

Thou I should never fear a man again, 

Even in my dreams I should not ; no, by heaven. 

ClIASTELARD. 

1 never thought you did fear anything. 

QUEEN. 

(lod knows I do ; I could be sick witli wrath 
To think what grievous fear I have ’twixt whiles 
Of mine own self and of base men : last night 
If certain lords w'ere glancing where I was 
Under the eyelid, with sharp lip and brow, 

I toll you, for pure shame and fear of them, 

1 could have gone and slain them. 

CltASTELARI). 

V erily, 

You are changed since those good days that fell in 
France ; 



SC15E I.] 


CHASTELARD. 


But yet I think you are not so clianged at he;irt 
Aa to fear man. 


Wl’KKN. 

I ^vouUl 1 had no need. 

Lend me your sword a little; a lair sword ; 

I see tlie fingers that 1 hold it with 
Clo;ir in tlio blade, briglit j)ink, tlitf sli(‘ll-coh)nr, 
lirightor tliaii flesh is really, curved all round. 
Now men would mock if I should wear it here, 
Bound under bosom wdtli a girdle^ ber(‘, 

And yet 1 have heart enougli to w*ear it wadi. 
Sjjeak to me like a w'oman, let im* see 
If I can play at man. 


('M.\sTrLAi:r>. 

(iod sav<- King dames ! 

Would you could change now^ ! Fie, this will not d 
Unclas]> your swa^rd ; nay, the hill hurts my .>id<- ; 

It sticks fast Iutc. Unbind this knot for m** : 

Stoop, and you’ll set* it close-r ; thank )<»u : ih<‘re. 
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Now 1 can breathe, sir. Ah I it hurts me, though : 
This was foors play. 


CHASTELARD. 

Yea, you are better so, 

Without tlic sword ; your eyes are stronger tilings, 
Wliether to save or clay. 

OUKEN*. 

Alas, my side ! 

It hurts riglit sorely. Is it not pitiful 
<)ur souls should b(‘ so bound about with ilesh 
Mven wlieu they leap and smite with wings and feet, 
The least pain piiieks them back, puts out their eyes, 
dhirns thorn to tears and words? Ah my sweet 
kmglit, 

\ou ha\e the better of us tliat wi'ave and weep 
While the blithe battle blows upon your eyes 
l.ike rain and v ind : yet I renKunbi r too 
When this las: year ihe fight at (’orrieliie 
l\eddened tlio rushes witli .stained bm-water, 

I rode uith / ly goml men and took dcliglit, 
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Feeling the sweet clear AvinJ upon iny eyes 
And rainy soil smells blown upon iny iiico 
In riding: then the great flglit jarred and joined, 
And the sound stung me right tliroiigh heart and all 
For I was here, see, gazing off the hills, 

In the wet air; om* housings were all wet, 

And not a jilunie stood stilHy jiitatpie ear 
Hut llapped between the bridle and the neek ; 

And under us wo saw the battle go 
Like running water; I could see l)y lits 
Some helm the rain fell shining oil’, some llag 
Snap from the stall’, ^horn through or hrukem short 
In tlie man’s I’alling: y(‘a, one s^jemed to witch 
The very grasj) of tumbled men at men, 

Teeth clenched in thrcwits, hamls rivete<l in hair, 
Tearing the life out with no help of swords. 

And all the clamour seemed to sliine, the light 
Seemed to slnmt iis a man doth; twice I laughe(l — 

I tell you, twice my lieart swelled out with thirst 
To be into the battle ; sec, fair lord, 

I swear it seemed I might liavc made a kniglit, 

And yet the simple bracing of a belt 
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Makers me cry out ; this is too pitiful, 

This dusty half of us made up vni\\ fears. — 

Have you been ever quite so glad to fight 

As I have thought men must? pray you, speak truth. 

CHASTELAIU). 

Yea, when the time came, there caught hold of me 
Such pleasure in the head and hands and blood 
As may be kindled uiuler loving lips: 

Crossing the ferry once to the Clerks’ Field, 

I mind me how the plashing nois^i of Seine 
Put fire inU) my face for joy, and how 
My blood kojit measure with the swinging l)oat 
Till we touched land, all for the sake of that 
Which shoidd be soon. 


I'EKEN. 

Her name, for (Jod’s love, sir ; 
You slew your friend for love’s sake ? nay, the name. 


Faith, 1 forget. 


CIlAMKLAltD. 
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Ql’EKN. 

Now by tlie faith I have 
You have no faith to swear by, 

CHASTELAIJI). 

A goml sword ; 

We Icfi him quiet after a tlirust or^ twain. 

qrKKN. 

I would 1 Imd been at liand and marked them olT 
As the maids di<l when wx* played singing gamt‘3 : 

You outwent mo at rhymiiig; Imt for faith, 

\Vc fight best there. I would I Iiad seen you fight. 

('HASTKLAHU. 

I would you had ; Ids play was worth an eye ; 
llo made some gallant way before tliat pass 
.Which made me way through him. 

UULKN. 

Would I saw tlint - 


How’ did you slay him ? 
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CHASTELARD. 

A clean pass — tliis way ; 
Kiglit in the side here, where the blood has root. 

Ills wrist went round in pushing, see you, thus, 

Or lie had pierced me. 


QUKtN. 

Yea, I see, sweet kniglit. 
I liavc a mind to love you for his sake ; 

Would I had seen. 


CHASTELARD. 

Hngnes de Marsillae — 

1 have the name now; ’twas a goodly one 
Belbre lie changed it for a dusty name. 

UUKEN. 

Talk not of death ; I would hear living talk 
Of giHxi live swords and good strokes struck withal, 
Brave battles and the mirth of mingling men, 

Not of cold names you greet a dead man with. 

You are yet young for lighting; but in fight 
Have you never caught a wound ? 
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CHASTELARD. 

Yea, twice or so : 

Tlic first time in a little outlying field 
(My first field) at the sleepy grey of’ dawn, 

They Ibund us drowsy, fumbling at our girths, 

And rode us down by heaps ; 1 took a hurt 
Here in the slioulder. 


qri.KN. 


Ah, I mind ^^ell now ; 

Did you not ride a day’s 8j»ace afterward, 

Having two wounds ! yea, Dambdot it was, 

That Dandelot took word of it. 1 know, 

Silting at meat when the news came to^s 
I had nigli swooned but for those Florence eyes 
Mauling my way wdth sleek lids drawui up close — 

Yea, ajid she said, the Itiilian brokeress, 

She said such men were good for great (jucens’ 
love. 

I would you might die, when you conic to die, 

Like a knight shun. Pray God we make good 
ends. 
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For love too, love dies hard or easily, 

But some way dies on some day, ere we die. 

CHASTELARD. 

You made a song once of old flowers and loves. 

Will you not sing that rather ? ’tis long gone 
Since you sang hist. 

gUEEN. 

I had ratlier sigh than sing 
And sleep than sigh ; ’tis long since verily, 

But 1 will once more sing; ay, thus it was. [Siujjs. 

I. 

fanrr hien (les cht^sesy 
Maiutr (filer an vent. 

Efi Sinnjcnnt nitx vieilles roseSy 
J'lii pie are non vent. 


2 . 

(hinit les n^ses morUs 
Amoffr (pii sourit carhi ? 

0 man amant, a nos jn^rtes 
I.\is-tu vu ontvhe / 
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3 - 

As-tu vu jamais au mondc 
V^ins chasscr c( courir/ 

Fille dc tomk^ avec T onde 
Doit-elU inonriv ? 

4 - 

Aux jaurs dc nciijc et dc i/utc 
fj'atnour s'cjhuiltc ct s\'ndia'i ; 

Aver mat dolt-il rtcirrCy 
Oh lien cst-il inort ? 

5 - 

ilni salt oh s\/i nmt Ics roses ! 

t 

ilni soil (di s\ n va Ic veuf ? 

Kn so}}<jcani d tcUcs cho$(S^ 

S at pU nre so tin nt. 

I never heard y<*t Imt love made pood kniplitn, 
But for pure faith, by Mary’s holiness, 

I think she lica about men’a li]>H asleep, 

And if one kiss or pluck her by the liand 
To wake her, why God help your womaifa wit, 
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Faith is but dead ; dig her grave deep at heart, 

And hide her face with cerecloths; farewell faith. 
Would I could tell wliy I balk idly. Look, 

Here come my riddle -readers. Welcome all ; 

Enter Mi;niiAY, Dauxi.ey, Uaxdolpii, Lindsay, Mouton, 
and other Loans. 

Sirs, 1x3 right welcome. Sbind you by my side. 

Fair cousin, I must lean on love or fall ; 

You an* a goodly stall, sir; tall enougli, 

And fair enough to serve. My gentle lords, 

I am full glad of God tliat in great grace 
He hath given me such a lordly stay ;is this; 

There is no better friended <iueon alive. 

For the re[H*aling of those banished men 
Tliat sUuid in peril yet of last year s fault, 

It is our will ; you have our seal to that. 

Brother, we hear liarsh bruits of bad report 
Blown up and down about our almoner ; 

See you to this : let him be sought into : 

They say lewd folk make ballads of tlieir spleen, 
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fctrew miry ways of words witli ii\\k of liiin ; 
If they Imve cause let him bo rtix)ken witlu 


LixrwAV. 

Matlam, tliey charge him with so rank a life 
rt'ere it not w^ell this fellow were plucked out — 
‘^eing this is not an eye tliat doth ufT^nd^ 

Uut a Idurrcd glass it wave no liana to break ; 

Vea rather it were gracious to be done ! 

qvyys* 

Ix‘t him 1)0 W('igho(l, an<l U 8 <* him as lie is; 

1 am of my nature pitiful, ye know, 

(\nd cannot timi my love unto a thorn 
In BO brief Rjiaco. Ye are all most virtuous ; 

\ oa, there is goodness grafted on this land ; 
but yet compassion is some part of God. 

I'lure is much lieavier busim'ss In^ld on hand 
Tlian one man’s gm^tlness : yi^a, as tilings fan- lu-n', 
A matter worth more weighing. All you wot 
I am to clHv<jse a help to my weak feet, 

A lamp before my face, a lord ami friend 
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To walk with me in weary ways, high up 
Between the wind and rain and the hot sun. 

Now I have cliosen a helper to myself, 

I wot the best a woman ever won ; 

A man that loves mo, and a royal man, 

A goodly love and lord for any queen. 

But for the peril and despite of men 
I have sometime tai’ried and withheld myself, 

Not fearful of his worthineas nor you, 

But with some lady’s loathing to let out 
My whole heart’s love ; for truly this is hard. 

Not like a woman’s fashion, shamefacedness 
And noble grave reluctance of herself 
To bo the tongue and cry of her own heart. 

Nathless plain 8j)cech is better than much wit, 

So ye shall bear with me ; albeit I think 
Y e have caught the mark whereat my heart is bent. 

1 have kept close counsel and shut up men’s lips. 

But lightly shall a woman’s will slip out, 

The foolish little winged will of her, 

Through check or eye when tongue is charmed asleep. 
For tliat good lord I have good will to wed. 
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I wot he knew long since which way it flew, 
Even till it lit on his right wrist and sang. 

Lo, here I take him by the hand : fair lords, 
This is my kinsman, made of mine own blood, 
I take to halve the state and services 
That bow dowm to me, and to be my head, 

My chief, my master, my sweet lord nnd king. 
Now shall I never say ‘‘sweet cousin ’’ moro 
To my dear head and hasband ; hen*, fair sir, 
I give you all the heart of love in me 
To gather off my lips. Did it like you, 

The taste of it ? sir, it was whole and true. 
God save our king I 


DARNLKV. 

Nay, nay, s\veet love, no lord ; 
No king of yours thougli I were lord of these. 


QLKi:x. 

Let vTord be sent to all g(X)d friends of ours 
To help us to be glad ; England and France 
SShall bear great part of our rejoicings up. 
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Give me your hand, dear lord ; for from this time 
1 must not walk alone. Lords, have good cheer : 
For you shall have a better face than mine 
To set upon your kingly gold and shew 
For Scotland’s forehead in the van of things. 

Go with us now, and see this news set out. 

\^I&£eunt Queen, Darnley, and Lords. 

As Chastelard is going out, enter Mary Beaton. 

MARY BEATON. 

Have you yet heard ? You knew of this ? 

CHASTELARD. 

I know. 

I was just thinking how such things were made 
And were so fair as this is. Do you know 
She held me here and talked — the most sweet talk 
Men ever heard of? 

MART BEATON. 

You hate me to the lioart. 

What will you do ? 
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I know not : die some clay, 
But live as long and lightly aa I can. 

Will you now love me ? faith, but if you do, 

It were much better you were dead and hearaod. 
Will you do one thing for me ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea, all t]iin^^:<. 


CHASTELARD. 

Speak truth a little, for God’s sake : indeed 
It were no harm to do. Come, Avill you, sweet ! 
Though it be but to please God. 

MARY BEATON. 

What will you do ! 

CHASTELARD. 

Ay, true, I must do somewhat. Let me see r 
To get between and tread upon his face — 

Catch both her hands and bid men look at tli(*ni, 
How pure they were — I would do none ol tlie.s<\ 
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Though they got wedded all the days in the year. 

We may do well yet when all’s come and gone. 

I pray you on this wedding night of theirs 
Do but one thing that I shall ask of you, 

And Darnley wiU not hunger as I shall 

For that good time. Sweet, will you swear me this? 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea ; though to do it were mortal to my soul 
As the chief sin. 


CHASTELARO. 

I thank you : let us go. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 



ACT III. 


TIIK QUEEN. 
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CHASTEIARD. 


Scene I . — The Queeti^s Chamber, Nijjht. 
Liijhta burning in front of the bed. 

Enter Chastelaud and Mauy Beaton. 

MARY DEATON. 

Be tender of your foot. 

CIIASTKEARI). 

I ahull not fail : 

These ways havo light onoiigli to liolp a inim 
That walks with anch stirred blood in him as ininc*. 

MARY lil.AToN. 

I would yet plead with you to save your liead : 
JJay, let this be then : air, I cliidc you not. 

Nay, let all come. Do not abide hcT yot. 

CHASTKLARO. 

Have you read never in French lx)oks the song 
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Called the Duke’s Song, some boy made ages back, 
A song of drag-nets hauled across thwart seas 
And plucked up with rent sides, and caught therein 
A strange-haired woman with sad singing lips, 

Cold in the cheek like any stray of sea, 

And sweet to touch ? so that men seeing her face, 
And how she sighed, out little Ahs of pain 
And soft cries sobbing sideways from her mouth, 
Fell in hot love, and having lain with her 
Died soon ? one time I could have told it through ; 
Now 1 have kissed the sea-witch on her eyes 
And my lips ache with it : but I shall sleep 
Full soon, and a good space of sleep. 

MAJIY JiEATON. 

Alas ! 


eilASTELARn. 

Wliat makes you sigh though I be found a fool ? 

You have no blame : and for my death, sweet friend, 
I never could have lived long either way. 

Why, as 1 live, the joy I have of tliis 

Would make men mad that were not mad with love ; 
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I hear my blood sing, and my lifted heart 
Ib like a springing water blown of wind 
For pleasure of this deed. Now, in God^s name, 
I swear if there be danger in delight 
I must die now : if joys have deadly teeth, 

I’ll have them bite my soul to death, and end 
In the old asp’s way, Egyptian-wise^ bo killed 
In a royal purple fashion. Look, my love 
Would kill me if ray body were jmst hurt 
Of any man’s hand ; and to die thereof, 

I say, is sweeter than all sorts of life. 

I would not have her love me now, for then 
I should (lie meanlier some time. I am safe. 
Sure of her face, my life’s end in iicr siglil. 

My blood shed out about her feet— by God, 

My heart feels drunken when I tliink of it. 

See you, she will not rid herself of me. 

Not though she slay me : her sweet lips and life 
Will smell of my spilt bl(X)d. 

MARV BEATON. 


Give me good night. 



88 


CHASTELARD. 


[act in* 


CHASTELAED. 

Yen, jmd good thanks. \^Exit Maey Beaton. 

Here is the very place : 

Here lias her body bowed the pillows in 
And here her head thrust under made the sheet 
Smell soft of her mixed hair and spice : even here 
Ib‘r arms pushed b;ick the coverlet, pulled here 
Th(‘ iroldcn silken curtain halfway in 
It may l>e, and made room to lean out loosv 
Fair lender fallen arms. Now, if God would, 
|)()ul>tless he might take pity on my soul 
To aiKj me three clear hours, and then red hell 
Siiart* me for ever : this were merciful : 

11' I wrre God now I should do thus much. 

I must die next, and this were not so hard 
For him to let me eat sweet fruit and die 
With niy lips sweet from it. For one shall have 
This (itrt‘ for common days^bread, which to me 
Should l>e H touch kept always on my sens^^ 

To make hell soft, yea, the keen pain of hell 
Soft as the loosening of wound arms in sleep. 

Ah, love is good, and the worst part of it 
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More than all things but death. She will be 
here 

In some small while, and see me face to face 
That am to give up life for her and go 
AVhere a man lies with all hia loves put out 
And his lips full of earth. I think on her, 

And the old pleasure stings and mak^s half- tears 
Tnder mine eyelids. Prithee, love, come fast, 

'fliat I may die soon ; yea, some kisses through, 

I shall die joyfully enough, so Goil 
Keep me alive till then. I feel her feet 
(’oming far off; now must I hold my heart, 

Steadying my blood to see her patiently. 

\_IIiiks himclf bij the bed. 

Enter the Queen and Darnley. 

QUE^. 

Nay, now go back : I have sent off my folk, 

Maries and all. Pray you, let be my hair ; 

I cannot twist the gold thread out of it 

That you wound in so close. Look, here it clings ; 
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Ah ! now you mar my liair unwinding it. 
Do me no hurt, sir. 


Let me stay liera 


DAUNLEY. 

I would do you ease ; 


-^UEEN. 

Nay, Avill you go, my lord ? 

PARNLEY. 

Eh ? would you use me as a girl does fruit, 
Touched with her mouth and pulled away for game 
To look thereon ere her lips feed ? but see. 

By (lod, I fare the worse for you. 

QUEEN. 

Fair sir, 

Give me this hour to watch with and say prayers; 
You have not faith — it needs me to say j)rayers, 
That with commending of this deed to God 
I may got grace for it. 
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DARN LEY. 

Wliy, lacks it grace P 
Is not all wedlock gracious of itself? 

QUEEN. 

Nay, that I know not of. Come, sweet, be hence. 

DARNLEY. 

^ You have a sort of jewel in your neck 
That 8 like mine here. 

QUEEN. 

Keep off your hands and go : 
You have no courtesy to be a king. 

DARNLEY. 

Well, I will go : nay, but I thwart you not. 

Do as you will, and get you grace ; farewell, 

And for my part, grace keep this watch with me I 
For I need grace to bear with you so much. \^Exit, 

QUEEN. 

So, he is forth. Let me behold myself ; 



92 


CHASTELARD. 


[act ni. 


I am too pale to be so hot ; I marvel 
So little colour should be bold in the face 
When the blood is not quieted. I have 
But a brief space to cool my thoughts upon. 

If one should wear the hair thus heaped and curled 
Would it look best ? or this way in the neck ? 

Could one ungirdl^ in such wise one’s heart 

[Taking ojf her girdle. 
And ease it inwards as the waist is eased 
I^y slackening of the slid clasp on it 1 
I low soft the silk is — gracious colour too ; 

Violet shadows like new veins tlirown up 
Each arm, and gold to fleck the faint sweet green 
Wliere the wrist lies thus eased. I am right glad 
I have no maids about to hasten me — 

So I will rest and see my hair shed down 
On either silk side of my woven sleeves, 

Get some new way to bind it back with — ^yea, 

Fair mirror-glass, I am well ware of you, 

Yea, I know that, I am quite beautiful. 

How my hair shines 1 — Fair face, be friends with 
me 
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EKE l] 

ti J I will sing to you ; look in my face 

[)w, and your moutli must help tlie song in mine. 

AhjB la chdtelaine 
Voit venir de par Seine 
TJiiebault le aipitaine 
Qui jKirle aiiiAi ; 

^as tliat the wind in the casement? nay, no more 
ut the comb drawn through half my hissing hair 
aid on my arms — yet my flesh moved at it. 

JJam in a camaille 
Plus de clou qui vaille. 

Dam ma cotte-maille 
Plus de fer aussu 

ihj but I wrong the ballad-verse : wliat^s good 
n such frayed fringes of old rhymes, to make 
Cheir broken burden lag ^vitli us ? meseeins 
could be sad now if I fell to think 
rhe least sad thing ; aye, that sweet lady’s fool, 
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Fool sorrow, would make merry with mine eyes 
For a small thing. Nay, but I will keep glad, 

Nor shall old sorrow be false friends with me. 

But my first wedding was not like to this — 

Fair faces then and laughter and sweet game, 

And a pale little mouth that clung on mine 
When I had kissed him by the faded eyes 
And cither thin cheek beating with faint blood. 

Well, he was sure to die soon ; I do think 
He would have given his body to be slain, 

Having embraced my body. Now, God knows, 

I liave no man to do as much for me 
As give me but a little of his blood 
To fill my beauty from, though I go down 
Pale to my grave for want — I think not. Pale — 

I am too pale surely — Ah I 

him in the glass^ coming foncanL 

CHASTELARD. 

Be not afraid. 


QUEEN. 

Saint Mary ! what a shaken wit have I ! 
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Nay, is it you ? who let you through the doors 7 
Where be my maidens ? which way got you in I 
Nay, but stand up, kiss not my hands so hard ; 

By God’s fair body, if you but breathe on tln^ni 
You are just dead and slain at once. What addtT 
Has bit you mirtlilul mad ? for by tins light 
A man to have his head laughed off for mirth 
Is no great jest. Lay not your eyes on lye ; 

What, would you not be slain 7 

CIIASTELAUD. 

I pray you, ma^hlm, 

Bear with me a brief space and let me speak, 

I will not touch your garments even, nor 8p<*ak 
But in soft wise, and look some other way, 

If tliat it like you ; for I came not here 
For pleasure of the eyes ; yet, if you will, 

Let me look on you. 

QUEEN. 

As you will, fair sir. 

Give me that coif to gather in my hair— 

I thank you — and my girdle — nay, that side. 
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Speak, if you will : yet if you will be gone, 
Why, you shall go, because I hate you not 
You know that I might slay you with my lips, 
With calling out? but I will hold my peace. 

CIIASTELARD. 

Yea, do some while. I had a thing to say ; 

I know not wholly what tiling. 0 ray sweet, 

I am come here to take farewell of love 
That I have starved, and life that I have lived 
Made up of love, here in the sight of you 
That all my life’s time I loved more than God, 
Who (juits me thus with bitter death for it. 
For you well know that I must shortly die, 

My life being wound about you as it is, 

Who love me not ; yet do not hate me, sweet, 
But tell me wherein 1 came short of love ; 

For doubtless I came short of a just love, 
And fell in some fool’s fault that angered you. 
Now that I talk men dig my grave for me 
Out in the rain, and in a little while 
I aliall be thrust in some sad space of eartli 
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Out of your eyes ; and you, 0 you my love, 

A newly-wedded lady full of mirth 

And a queen girt witli all good people’s love, 

You shall be fair and merry in all your days. 

Is this so much for me to have of you ? 

Do but spedk, sweet : I know these are no words 
A man should say though he werejiow to die, 

Rut I am as a child for love, and have 
No strength at heart; yea, I am afniid to die, 
h’or the harsh dust wdll lie upon my face 
Too thick to see you past. Look how I love yon ; 

I did so love you always, that your face 

Seen through my sleep has wrung mine ey<*s to tears 

For pure delight in you. Why do you tlius ? 

You answer not, but your lips curl in twain 
And your face moves ; there, I shall make* yon 
weep 

And be a coward too; it were much best 
I should be slain. 


Ql'EKN. 

Yea, best such folk were slain ; 


11 
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Why should they live to cozen fools with lies ? 

You would swear now you have used me faithfully; 
Shall I not make you swear ? lam ware of you : 

You will not do it ; nay, for the fear of God 
You will not swear. Come, I am merciful ; 

God made a foolish woman, making me. 

And I have loved your mistress with whole heart ; 

Say you do love her, you shall marry her 
And she give thanks : yet I could wish your love 
Had not so lightly chosen forth a face; 

For your fair sake, l)ecausc I hate you not. 

CIIASTELAKD. 

What is to say ? why, you do surely know 
That since ray days were counted for a man’s 
I have loved you ; yea, liow past help and sense, 
Wliatever thing was bitter to my love, 

I have loved you ; how when I rode in war 
Your face wont floated in among men’s helms, 

Your voice went through the shriek of slipping swords ; 
Yea, and I never have loved women well. 

Seeing always in my sight I had your lips 
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Curled over, red and ffweet ; and the soft apace 
Of carven brows, and splendour of grciit throat 
Swayed lily-wise : what j)leiisure sliould one have 
To wind hia arms about a lesser love ? 

I have seen you ; wliy, this were joy enough 
For God’s eyes up in heaven, only to see 
. And to come never nearer than I aih. 

Why, ifwas in my flesh, my bone and blood, 

Bound in my brain, to love you ; yea, and writ 
All my heart over : if I would lie to you 
I doubt I could not lie. Ah, you see now. 

You know now well enough ; yea, there, sweet love, 
Let me kiss there. 

01 EKN. 

I love you best of tliem. 

Clasp me quite round till your lij»s cleave on mine, 
False mine, that did you wrong. Forgive them 
dearly, 

As you are sweet to them ; for by love’s love 
I am not that evil woman in my heart 
That laughs at a rent faith. 0 Chastelard, 

Since this was broken to me of your new love 

Ji % 
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I have not seen the face of a sweet hour. 

Nay, if there be no pardon in a man, 

What shall a woman have for loving him ? 

Pardon me, sweet 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, so I pardon you, 

And this side now f the first way. Would God please 
To slay me so ! who knows how he might please ? 
Now I am thinking, if you know it not, 

How I might kill you, kiae yoiir breath clean out, 

And take your soul to bring mine through to God, 
That our two souls might close and be one twain 
Or a twain one, and God himself want skill 
To set us either severally apart. 

O, you must overlive mo many years. 

And many years my soul be in waste hell ; 
lUit when some time God can no more refrain 
To lay death like a kiss across your lips. 

And great lords bear you clothed with funeral things, 
And your crown girded over deadly brows, 

Then after all your happy reach of life 
For pity you shall touch me with your eyes, 
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Komembering love was fellow with my flesh 
Here in sweet earth, and make me well of love 
And heal my many years with piteousness. 

QUEEN. 

You talk too sadly and too feignedly. 

V 

CHASTELARD. 

Too sad, but not too feigned ; I am sad 
That I shall die here without feigning thus; 

And without feigning I were fain to live. 

QUEEN. 

Alas, you will be taken presently 

And then you are but dead. Pray you get hence. 

CHASTELARD. 

I will not. 


QUEEN. 

Nay, for God’s love be away ; 

You will be slain and I get shame, (iod’s mercy ! 
You were stark mad to come here ; kiss me, sweet. 
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Oh, I do love you more than all men 1 yea, 

Take my lips to you, close mine eyes up fast, 

So you leave hold a little ; there, for pity. 

Abide now, and to-morrow come to me. 

Nay, lest one see red kisses in my throat — 

Dear God I what shall I give you to be gone ? 

CHASTELARD. 

I will not go. LfOok, here’s full night grown up; 
Why should I seek to sleep away from here ? 

The place is soft and the lights burn for sleep ; 
Be not you moved ; I shall lie well enough. 

QUEEN. 

You are utterly imdono. Sweet, by my life, 

You shall be saved ^vith taking sliip at once. 

For if you stiiy this foolish love’s hour out 
There is not ten days’ likely life in you. 

This is no choice. 


CHASTELARD. 

Nay, for I will not ga 
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QUEEN. 

0 me ! this is that Bayard’s blood of yours 

That makes you mad; yea, and you shall not stay. 

1 do not understand. Mind, you must die. 

Alas, poor lord, you have no sense of me ; 

I shall be deadly to you. 

CIIASTELARE. 

Yea, I saw that; 

Rut I saw not that when my death’s day came 
You could be quite so sweet to me. 

QUEEN. 

My love ! 

If I could kiss my heart’s root out on you 
You would taste love hid at the core of me. 

CHASTELARD. 

Kiss me twice more. This beautiful bowed head 
That has such hair with kissing ripples in 
And shivering soft eyelashes and brows 
With fluttered blood 1 but laugh a little, sweetly, 
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That I may see your sad mouth’s laughing look 
I have used sweet hours in seeing. 0, will you 
weep ? 

I pray you do nof weep. 

QL’EKN. 

Nay, dear, 1 have 

No tears in me ; I never shall weep much, 

I tliink, in all my life ; I have wept for wrath 
Somotimcs and for mere pain, but for love’s pity 
1 civnnot weep at nil. I would to (b)d 
You loved me less ; I give you all I can 
For all this love of yours, and yet I am sure 
I sliall live out tlie sorrow of your death 
And be glad afterwards. You know I am sorry. 

I should weep now ; forgive me for your part, 

God made me hard, I think. Alas, you see 
I had fain been other than I am. 

CHASTELARD. 

Y^ea, love. 

Comfort your heart. 'What way am I to die ? 
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QUEEN. 

All, will you go yet, sweet ? 

CHASTELARD. 

No, by (iNod’s body. 

You will not see ? how shall I make you see ? 

Look, it may be love was a sort of cyrse 
Made for my plague and mixed up with my days 
Somewise in tlieir beginning; or indeed 
A bitter birth begotten of siid stars 
At mine own body's birth, that heaven might 
make 

5Iy life taste sharp where other men drank sweet ; 

But wliethcr in heavy body or broken soul, 

I know it must go on to bo my deatli. 

There was the matter of my fate in me 
When I was fasliioned first, and given such life 
Afi goes with a sad end ; no feult but God’s. 

Yea, and for all this I am not f)enitent : 

You see I am perfect in these sins of mine, 

I have my sins writ in a book to read ; 

Now I shall die and be well done with this. 
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Enter Darnley, and afterivards the Maries. 


DARNLEY. 

Yea, what thing is here ? 
Ay, this was what the doors shut fast u])on 
Ay, trust you to be fast at prayer, my sweet ? 

By God I have a mind 

CHASTELARD. 

What mind then, sir ? 

A liar’s lewd mind, to coin sins for jest, 

Because you take me in such wise as this ? 

Look you, I have to die soon, and I swear, 

That am no liar but a free knight and lord, 

[ shall die clear of any sin to you. 

Save that I came for no good will of mine ; 

I am no carle, I play fair games with faith. 

And by mine honour for my sake I swear 
I say but truth ; for no man’s sake save mine, 

Lest I die shamed. Madam, I pray you say 
I am no liar ; you know me what I am, 

A sinful man and shortly to be slain. 
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That in a simple insolence of love 

Have stained with a foors eyes your holy hours 

And with a fool’s words put your pity out ; 

Nathless you know if I be liar or no, 

Wherefore for God’s sake give me grace to swear 
(Yea, for mine too) how past all praise you are 
And stainless of ah shame ; and how all men 
Lie, saying you are not most good and innocent, 

Yea, the one thing good as God. 

DAUNLEY. 

0 sir, we know 

You can swear well, being taken ; you fair French 
Dare swallow God's name, for a lewd love- sake 
As it were water. Nay, wo know, we know ; 

Save yoiu sweet breath now lest you lixck it soon ; 

We are simple, we ; we have not heard of you. 

Madam, by God you are well shamed in him : 

Ay, trust you to be fingering in one’s face, 

Play with one’s neck-chain ? ah, your maiden’s 
man, 

A relic of your people’s 1 
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CHASTELARD. 

Hold your peace, 

Or I will set an edge on your own lie 

Shall scar yourself. Madam, have out your guard ; 

’Tis time I were got hence. 


QUEEN. 

Sweet Hamilton, 

Hold you my hand and help me to sit down. 

0 Henry, I am beaten from my wits — 

Let me have time and live; call out my people — 
Bring forth some armed guard to lay hold on 
him : 

But see no man be slain. Sirs, hide your swords; 

1 will not have men slain. 

DARNLEV. 

What, is this true ? 

Call the queen’s people — help the queen there, 


you — 

Ho, sirs, come in. 
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Scene L— Qxuen^a Lodging at St, Aiuh'ew\<, 
The Queen and the four M a kies. 

QUEEN. 

Why will you break my heart with praying to iiu‘ I 
You Seyton, you Carmichael, you have wits, 

You are not all run to tears; you do not think 
It is my wrath or will tliat whets this axo 
Against his neck 7 

MARY SEATON. 

Nay, tlieso three weeks agone 
I said the queen’s wrath was not sharp enougli 
To shear a neck. 

QUEEN. 

Sweet, and you did me right, 
And look you, what my mercy bears to fruit, 

Danger and deadly speech and a fresh fault 
Before the first was cool in people’s lips ; 

A goodly mercy ; and I wash hands of it. — 

1 2 
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Speak you, there ; have you ever found me sharp ? 
You weep and wjiisper with sloped necks and heads 
Like two sick birds ; do you think shame of me ? 

Nay, I thank God none can think shame of me ; 

But am I bitter, think you, to men’s faults P 
I think I am too merciful, too meek : 

AVhy if I could I would yet save this man ; 

’Tis just boy’s madness; a soft stripe or two 
Would do to scourge the fault in his French blood. 

I would fain let him go. You, Hamilton, 

You have a heart thewed harder than my heart ; 

AV^hen mine would threat it sighs, and wrath in it 
Has a bird’s flight and station, starves before 
It can well feed or fly : my pulse of ^vrath 
Sounds tender as tlie running do^vn of tears. 

You are the hardest woman I have known, 

A"our blood has frost and cruel gall in it, 

A'ou hold men off with bitter lips and eyes— 

Such maidens should serve Kngland ; now, perfay, 

I doubt yoi^ would have got him slain at once. 

Come, would you not ? come, would you let him live ? 
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MARY HAMiJ.TON. 

Yes — I think yes ; I cannot tell ; maybe 
I would have seen him punished 

QUEKN. 

Look you now, 

There's maiden mercy ; I would ht^e Iiim livi' — 
For all my wifehood maybe I weep too : 

Here’s a mere maiden falls to slaying at once, 

Small shrift for her ; God keep us irom such hi'arts ! 
1 am a queen too that would have him live, 

But one tliat has no wrong and is no queen, 

She would — What are you siiying there, you twain ! 

MAKV CAHMICIIAKL. 

1 said a queen’s face and so fair an one’s 
Would lose no grace for giving grace away ; 

That gift cornea back upon the mouth it left 
And makes it sweeter, and sets fresh red on it. 

QUEEN. 

This comes of sonnets when the dance draws breath ; 
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Theik* talking times will#nake a dearth of grace. 

But you — what ails you that your lips are shut ? 

Weep, if you will ; here are four friends of yours 
1^0 weep as fast for pity of your tears. 

Do you desire him dead? nay, but men say 
Ho w as your friend, he fought them on your side, 
lie made you songa— God knows what songs he made! 
Speak you for him a little : will you not ? 


MARY BEATON. 

Ma/lam, I have no words. 

QUEEN. 

No words ? no pity — 

Have you no mercies for such men 1 God help ! 

It seems I am the meekest heart on earth — 

Yt'a, the one tender woman left alive, 

And knew it not. I will not let liira live, 

For all my pity of him. 

MARY BEATON. 

Nay, but, madam, 

For God’s love look a little to this thing. 
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If you do alay him you are but shamed to death ; 
All men will cry upon you, women weep, 

Turning your sweet name Bitter with their tears ; 
Rod shame grow up out of your memor}^ 

And bum his fiice that would speak well of you : 
You shall have no good word nor pity, none, 

Till some such end bo fallen upon you : nay, 

I am but cold, I knew I had no words, 

I will keep silence. 

QUEEN. 

Yea now, ns I live, 

I wist not of it : troth, he shall not die. 

Sec you, I am pitiful, compassionate, 

I would not have men slain for my love’s siike, 

But if he live to do me three times wrong, 

^V^ly then my shame would grow uj) gretm and rc<l 
Like any flower. I am not Avholc at heart ; 

' In faith, I wot not what such things should he ; 

I doubt it is but dangerous ; he must die. 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea, but you will not slay him. 
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QUE£N. 

Swear me that, 

ril Bay he shall not die for your oath’s sake. 

What will you do for grief when he is dead ? 

MARV BEATON. 

Nothing for grief, b\it hold my j)eace and die. 

QITEKM. 

Wliy, for your sweet Siike one might let him live ; 
Ihit the first fault was a green seed of shame, 

And now the flower, and deadly fruit will come 
With apple-time in autumn. By my life, 

1 would they had slain him there in Edinburgh ; 

But I rejuieve him ; lo the thank 1 get, 

To rtiit the Inuse folk muttering like smoked bees 

Of shame and love, and how love comes of shame. 

And how the <[ueen loves shame that comes of love ; 

Yet I wiy nought and go al)out my ways, 

xVnd this mad fellow that I respited 

Being fortli and free, lo now the second time 

Ye take him by my bed in wait. Now see 
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If I can get goodwill to pardon him ; 

With what a face may I crave leave of men 
To respite him, being young and a goo<l kniglit 
And mad for perfect love ? shall I go say^ 

/I^ar lords^ berause ye took him shamefully^ 

Let him not die; hecauM his fault u ffylj 
Let him not die ; because if he do liv(\ 

I shall he held a harlot of all meUy 
I pray yoUj sweet sirs^ that he may not die ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Madam, for me I would not have Iiim live ; 

Mine own heart’s life was ended with my fame, 
And my life’s breath will sliortly follow them ; 
So that I care not much ; for you wot w'cll 
I liave lost love and shame and fame and all 
To no good end ; nor while he had his lilt‘ 

Have 1 got good of him that was my love, 

Save that for courtesy (which may God quit) 

He kissc^d me once as one might kiss for love 
Out of great pity for me ; saving this, 

He never did me grace in all his life. 
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And when you have slain him, madam, it may be 
I shall get grace of him in some new way 
In a new place, if God have care of ua 

’ . QUEEN* 

Bid you my brother to me presently. [Exeunt Maries. 

And yet the thing is pitiful ; I would 

There were some way. To send him overseas, 

Out past the long firths to the cold keen sea 
Where the sharp sound is that one hears up here — 

Or hold him in strong prison till he died — 

Ho would die shortly— or to set him free 
And use him softly till his brains were healed — 

There is no way. Now never while I live 
Shall we twain love together any more 
Nor sit at rhyme as we were used to do, 

Nor each kiss other only with the eyes 
A great way off ere hand or lip could reach ; 

There is no way. 

Enter Murray. 


0, you are welcome, sir ; 
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You know what need I have ; but I praise heaven, 
Having such need, I have such help of you. 

I do believe no queen God ever made 
Was better holpen than I look to be* 

What, if two brethren love not heartily, 

Who shall be good to either one of them ? 

fURRAT. 

Madam, I have great joy of your good will. 

QUEEN. 

I pray you, brother, use no courtesies : 

I have some fear you will not suffer me 
When I shall speak. Fear is a fool, 1 think, • 

Yet hath he wit enow to fool my wits, 

Being but a woman’s. Do not answer me 
Till you shall know ; yet if you have a word 
I ^hall be fain to hear it ; but 1 think 
There is no word to help me ; no man’s word : 
There be two things yet that should do mo good, 

A speeding arm and a great heart. My lord, 

I am soft-spirited os women are, 
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And ye wot well I have no harder heart : 

Yea, with my will I would not slay a thing, 
But all should live right sweetly if I might ; 
So that man’s blood-spilling lies hard on me. 

I have a work yet for mine honour’s sake, 

A thing to do, Gnd wot I know not how. 

Nor how to crave it of you : nay, by heaven, 
I will not shame myself to show it you# 

I have not hearts 


MURRAY. 

Why, if it may be done 
With any honour, or with good men’s excuse, 
I shall well do it. 

QUKEN. 

I would I wist that well. 
Sir, do you love me ? 


MURRAY. 

Yea, you know I do. 

QUEEN. 

In faith, you should well love me, for I love 
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The least man in your following for your sake 
With a whole sister’s heart. 

MURRAY. 

Speak simply, madam ; 
I must obey you, being your bounden man. 

QUEEN. 

I Sir, so it is you know what things have been, 

Even to the endangering of mine innocent name, 
And by no fault, but by men’s evil will ; 

If Chastelard have trial openly, 

I am but shamed, 

MURRAY. 

This were a wound indeed, 

If your good name should lie upon his lip. 

QUEEN. 

1 will the judges put him not to plead, 

For my fame’s sake ; he shall not answer them. 

MURRAY. 

What, think you he will speak against your fame 7 
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QUEEN. 

I know not ; men might feign belief of him 
For hate of me ; it may be he will speak ; 

In brief, I will not have him held to proof. 

MURRAY. 

Well, if this be, what good is to be done ? 

QUEEN. 

Is there no way but he must speak to them. 
Being had to trial plainly ? 

MURRAY. 

I think, none. 

QUEEN. 

Now mark, my lord; I swear he will nut apeak. 
MURRAY. 

It were tlie best if you could make that sure. 

QUEEN, 

There is one way. Look, sir, he shall not do it : 
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Shall not, or will not, either is one way ; 

I speak as I would have you understand. 

ifunitvy. 

lAit me not guess at you ; speak ccrtaiply. 

QUKEN. 

You will not mind me : let him bo removed ; 
Take means to get me surety : tlicrc l>e means. 

MURRAY. 

So, in your mind, I have to ahiy tlie man ? 

^ QUKKN. 

la there a mean for me to save the man 

MURRAY. 

Truly 1 see no mean except your love. 


QUKEN. 

What love is that, my lord 7 what think you of, 
Talking of love and of love’s mean in me 
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Aiid of your guesses and of slaying him ? 

Why, I say nought, have nought to say : Gk>d help me ! 
I bid you but take surety of the man, 

Get him removed. 


MURRAY. 

Come, come, be clear with me ; 
You bid me to despatch him privily. 

QUKKN. 

God send mo sufferance I I bid you, sir ^ 

Nay, do not go : what matter if' I did ? 

Nathless I never bade you ; no, by God. 

Be not so wroth ; you are my brother born ; 

Why do you dwell upon me with sucli eyes ? 

For love of God you shoidd not bear me hard. 

MURRAY. 

What, are you made of flesh P 

QUEEN. 


O, now I see 
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You had rather lose your wits to do me harm 
Than keep sound wits to help me. 

MURRAY. 

It is riglit strange ; 

The worst man living hath some fear, some love, 

Holds somewhat dear a little for life’s sjike, 

Keeps fast to some compassion ; you have none ; 

You know of nothing that remejnbrance knows 
To make you tender. I must slay the man ! 

Nay, I will do it 

QUKKN. 

Do, if you be not mad, 

I am sorry for him ; and he must needs die. 

I would I were assured you hate me not : 

I have no heart to slay him by my will. 

I pray you think not bitterly of me. 

MURRAY. 

Is it your pleasure such a thing were done 7 

QUEEN. 

Yea, by God’s body is it, certainly. 
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MURRAY. 

Nay, for your love then, and for honour’s sake, 
This thing must be. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, should I set you on ? 
Even for my love then, I beseech you, sir. 

To seek him out, and lest he prate of me 
To put your knife into him ere he come forth : 
Mcscoms this were not such wild work to do. 

MURRAY. 

ril have him in the prison taken off. 

QUEEN. 

I am bounden to you, even for my name’s sake, 
WTien that is done. 


MURRAY. 

I pray you fear me not 

Farewell. I would such things were not to do, 

Or not for mo ; yea, not for any man. [Exit, 
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QUEEN. 

Alas, what honour have I to give thanks ? 

I would ho had denied me : I had held my peace 
Thenceforth for ever; but he wrung out tlie word. 
Caught it before my lip, was fain of it — 

It was his fault to put it in my mind, 

Yea, and to feign a loathing of his fciult. 

Now is he about devising my love’s death, 

And nothing loth. Nay, since he must needs die. 
Would he were dead and come alive again 
And I might keep him safe. He doth live now 
And I may do wliat love I will t4) him ; 

But by to-morrow he will bo stark dead, 

Stark slain and dead ; and for m* sort of love 
Will he so much as kiss me half a kiss. 

Were tliis to do I would not do it again. 

Rt’Cnter Muiuiay. 

What, have you taken order ? is it done ? 

It were impossible to do so soou. 

Nay, answer me. 

K 2 
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Madam, I wiLI not do it. 

QUEEN. 

How did you say ? I pray, sir, speak again : 

1 know not what you said. 

lURRAY. 

I say I will not ; 

I have thought thereof, and have made up my heart 
To have no part in this ; look you to it. 


QUEEN. 

0, for God’s sake I you will not have me shamed ? 

MURRAY. 

I will not dip my hand into your sin. 

QUEEN. 

It were a good deed to deliver me ; 

I am but woman, of one blood with you, 

A feeble woman ; put me not to shame ; 
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I pray you of your pity do me right 
Yea, and no fleck of blood shall cleave to you 
For a just deed. 


MUHIUT. 

I know not : I will none. 

QUEEN. 

0, you will never let him speak to thorn 
To put me in such shame? why, I should die 
Out of pure shame and mine own burning blood; 
Yea, my face feels the shame lay hold on it, 

I am half burnt already in my thought; 

Take pity of me. Think how shame slays a man ; 
How shall I live then ? would you have me dead ? 

I pray you for our dead dear father’s sake, 

Let not men mock at me. Nay, if he spe^ik, 

I shall be sung in mine own towns. Have pity. 
•What, will you let men stone me in the ways ? 

MunnAV. 

Madam, I shall take pains tlie best I may 
To save your honour, and what thing lieth in me 
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That will I do, but no close manslayings, 

I will not have God’s judgment gripe my throat 

When I am dead, to hale me into hell 

For a man’s sake slain on this wise. Take heed. 

See you to that. [Exit. 

QUEEN, 

One of you maidens there 
Bid my lord hither. Now by Mary’s soul, 

He shall not die and bring me into shame. 

There’s treason in you like a fever, hot, 

My holy-nutured brother, cheek and eye ; 

You look rod through with it: sick, honour-sick, 
Specked with the blain of treason, leper-like — 

A scrupulous fair traitor with clean lips — 

If one should sue to hell to do him good 
He wore as brotherly holpcn as I am. 

This man must live and say no harm of me ; 

I may reprieve and cast him forth ; yea, so — 

This w^ere the best; or if he die midway — 

Yea, anything, so that he die not here. 

[To the Maries within. 

Fetch hither Damley. Nay, ye gape on me — 
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What, doth he sleep, or feeds, or plays at games ? 
Why, I would see him ; I am weary for Ids sake ; 
Bid my lord in.— Nathless he will but chide ; 

Nay, fleer and laugh : what should one say to him ? 
There were some word if one could hit on it ; 

Some way to close with him : I wot not. Sir, 

Enter Darnl^i. 

Please it your love I have a suit to you. 

DARNLEY. 

WTiat sort of suit ? 


gUEEN. 

Nay, if you be not friends — 
I have no suit towards mine enemies. 

DARNLEY. 

Eh, do I look now like your enemy 7 

QUEEN. 

You have a way of peering under brow 
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1 do not like. If you Bee anything 
Ju me that irks you I will painfully 
Jjabour to loee it : do but show me &vour, 

And as I am your faithllil humble wife 
This fooliahnesfl shall be removed in me. 

DABNLEY. 

*■ 

Why do you laugh and mock me with stretched 
hands? 

Faith, I see no such thing. 

QUEEN. 

That is well seen. 

( 'onie, I will take my heart between my lipe, 

Use* it not hardly. Sir, my suit begins ; 

Tliat you would please to make me that I am, 

(la sooth I think I am) mistress and queen 
Of mine own people. 

DABNLET. 

Why, this is no suit; 

Tliis is a simple matter, and your own. 
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QUEEK. 

It wu, before God made jou king of me. 

DABNLET. 

No king, by God’s grace ; were I such a king 
I’d sell my kingdom for six roods of rye. 

QUEEN. 

►You are too sharp upon my words ; I would 
Ilftve leave of you to free a man condemned. 

DABNLET. 

WTiat man is that, aw^eet ? 

QUEEN. 

Such a mad poor mai 
As God desires us xxse not cruelly. 

DABNLET. 

Is^hete no name a man may calTlJW.hy ? 

QUEEN. 

Nay, my &ir master, what fair game is this ? 
Why, you do know him, it is Cbastelard. 
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DABNIST, 

Ay, U it aootbty ? 


QUEEN, 

By my life, it u ; 

Sweet, as you tender me, so pardon him. 


DABNI-BT. 

As he doth tender you, so pardon me ; 
For if it were the mean to save my life 
He should not live a day. 


QUEEN. 

Nay, shall not he 7 

DARNLEY. 

Look what an evil wit old Fortune hath : 

Why, I came here to get his.time cut off. 

This second fault is meat for lewd men’s mouths ; 

» « 

You were best have him slaiu at once : ’tis hot 

quiEN, 

Give me the warrant, and ait down, my lord. 
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Why, I will sign it ; what, I understand 

How this must be. Should not my name stand here f 

DARNLEY. 

Yea, there, and here the seal. 


QUEEN. 


I 


Ay, »6 you say. 

Shall I say too what I am thinking of? 


Do, if you will. 


DARNLEY. 


QUEEN. 

I do not like your suit. 

DARNLEY. 

*Tis of no Frenchman fashion. 

QUEEN. 

No, God wot ; 

Tis ilDwise great men's fiuhion in' French land 
To dap a headsman's taberd on their backs. 



140 


CBASTELARD. 


[lOT lY, 


No, madam 7 


DARNLEY. 


QUEEN. 

No ; I never wist of that. 

Is it a month gone I did call you lord 7 
I chose you by no straying stroke of sight, 

But with my heart to love you heartily. 

Did I wrong then ? did mine eye draw my heart 7 
I know not ; sir, it may be I did wrong : 

And yet to see you I should call it right 
Even yet to love you ; and would choose again, 
Again to choose you, 


DARNLEY. 

There, I love you too ; 
Take that for sooth, and let me take this hence. 

QUEEN. 

0, do you think I hold you off with words 7 
Why, take it then ; there is my handwriting, 
And here the hand that you shall slay him with. 
^Tis a &ir band, a maiden-coloured one : 
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doubt yet it haa never slain a man. 

You never fought yet save for game, I wia 
Nay, thank me not, but have it firom my sight ; 

Go and make haste for fear he be got forth : 

It may be such a man is dangerous ; 

Who knows what friends he liath ? and by my faith 
I doubt he bath seen some fighting, I do fear 
He hath fought and shed men’s blood ; ye are wise 
men 

That will not leave such dangerous things alive ; 
’Twere well he died the sooner for your sakes. 

Pray you make haste ; it is not fit ho live. 

DARNLEY. 

^ What, will you lot him die so easily ? 

QUEEN. 

WTiy, God have mercy ! what way should one take 
To please such people ? there’s some eunniug way. 
Something I miss, out of my simple soul. 

What, must one say “ Beseech you do no harm," 

Or “ for my love, sweet cousins, be not hard," 
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Or ‘‘Jet him live but till the vane come round” — 
Will such things please you ? well then, have jour 
way; 

Sir, I desire you, kneeling down with tears, 

With sighs and tears, fair sir, require of you, 
Considering of my love I bear this man, 

Just for my love’s sake let him not be hanged 
Before the sundown ; do thus much for me, 

To have a queen’s prayers follow after you. 

DARNLEY. 

I know no need for you to gibe at me. 


QUEEN. 

Alack, what heart then shall I have to jest ? 
Tliere is no woman jests in such a wise — 
For the shame' $ sake I pray you hang him notj 
Seeing how I love him, save indeed in silk, 
Sweet twisted silk of my sad handiwork. 

Nay, and you will not do so much for me ; 
You vex your lip, biting the blood and all : 
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(Tere thu so hard, and 70 a compassionate ? 

; am in sore case then, and will weep indeed 

DAfiNLET, 

What do yon mean to cast such gibes at me 7 

QL’EEN, 

Woe's me, and will you turn my tears*^ thorns 7 
INay, set your eyes a little in my face ; 

See, do I weep 7 what will you make of me 7 
Will you not swear I love this prisoner 7 
Ye are wise, and ye will have it ; yet for me 
I wist not of it. We arc but feeble fools, 

And love may catch us when we lie asleep 
And yet God knows we know not this a whit 
^ Come, look on me, swear you believe it not : 

It may be I will take your word for that. 

DARNLEY. 

Do you not love him 7 nay, but verily 7 

QUEEN. 

Now then, make answer to me verily, 
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Which of us twain is wiser ? for my part 
I will not swear I love not, if you will ; 

Ye be wise men and many men, my lords, 

And ye will have me love him, ye will swear 
That I do love him ; who shall say ye lie ? 

Look on your paper ; maybe I have wept ; 
Doubtless I love jour hanged man in my heart. 
What, is the writing smutched or gone awry ? 

Or blurred — ay, surely so much — with one tear, 
One little sharp tear strayed on it by chance ? 
Come, come, the man is deadly dangerous ; 

Let him die presently. 


DARNLEY. 

You do not love him ; 
Well, yet he need not die ; it were right hard 
To hang the fool because you love him not. 

QUEEN. 

You have keen wits and thereto courtesy 
To catch me with. No, let this man not die ; 
It were no such perpetual praise to you 
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To be hia doomsman and in doglike wiae 
Bite hit brief life in twain. 

DARNLEY* 

Truly it were not. 

QUEEN, 

Then for your honour and my love ef you 
(Oh, I do love you 1 but you know not, swoet, 
You shall see how mucli), think you for their wikc 
He may go free ? 

DARNLEY. 

How, freely forth of us ! 

But yet he loves you, and being mad witli love 
Makes matter for base mouths to cliew upon : 

. Twere best he live not yet, 

QUEEN. 

Will you stfy that ? 
DARNLEY. 

Why should he live to breed you bad rojM>rts / 

Let him die first 
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QUEEN. 

Sweet, for your bn^c, not so. 

DARNLEY. 

Fret not yourself to pity ; let him die. 

QUEEN. 

Come, let him live a little ; it shall be 
A grace to us. 


DARNLEY. 

By God ho dies at once. 

QUEEN. 

Now, by God’s motlier, if I respite him, 

Though you were all the race of you in one 
And had more tongues than hairs to cry on me 
He should noj lose a hair. 

DARNLEY. 

This is mere mercy — 

But you thank God you love him not a whit 7 
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QUEEN. 

[t shall be wjiat it please ; and if I please 
[t shall be anything. Give me the warrant. 

DARNLEV. 

^ay, for your sake and love of you, not I, 

To make it dangerous. 

QUEEN. 

0, God^s pity, sir 1 
You are tender of me ; will you serve me so, 
Against mine own will, show mo so mucli love, 

Do me good service that I loath being done, 

Out of pure pity ? 

DARNI.EY. 

Nay, your word shall stand. 


QUEEN. 

What makes you gape so bcastlike after blood 7 
Were you not bred up on some hangman’s hire 
And dieted with fleshmeats at hU hand 
And fed into a fool ? Give me that paper. 

L 2 
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DARNLEY* 

Now for that wcftd I will not. 

QUEEN. 

Nay, sweet love, 

For your own wike bo jixst a little wise; 

Come, I beseech y©u. 

DARNLEY. 

Pluck not at my hands. 

QUEEN. 

No, that I will not : I am brain-broken, mad ; 
Pity my madness for sweet marriage-sake 
And my great love’s ; I love you to say tliis ; 

1 woidd not have you cross me, out of love. 

But for true love should I not chafe indeed ? 
And now I do not. 


DARNLEY. 

Yea, and late you chid. 

You chafed and jested and blew soft and hard — 
No, for that fool ” you shall not fool me so. 
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QUEEN. 

You are no churl, aweet, will you see fce weep ? 
Look, I weep now ; be friends with my poor tears. 
Think each of them beseeches you of love 
And hath some tongue to cry on you for love 
And apeak soft things ; for that which loves not you 
Is none of mine, not though they grow of grief 
And grief of you ; be not too hard with them. 

You would not of your own heart slay a man ; 

Nay, if you will, in God’s name make mo weep, 

1 will not hate you ; but at heart, sweet lord, 

Bo not at heart my sweet heart’s enemy. 

If I had many mighty men to friend 
I would not plead too lovingly with you 
To have your love. 


DARNLET. 

^\T3y, yet you have my love. 

QUEEN. 

Alas, what shall mine enemies do to me 
If I be used so hardly of my friends 7 
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Come, sir, you hate me ; yet for all your hate 
You cannot hav# such heart. 

DAJIXLEY. 

AVTiat sort of heart 7 
I have no heart to be used shamefully 
If you mean that^ 

0 

QUEEN. 

Would God I loved you not ; 
You are too hard to be used lovingly. 

DARNLEY. 

You are moved too much for such a little love 
As you bear me. 


QUEEN. 

God knows you do me Avrong ; 
God knows the heart, sweet, that I love you with. 
Hark you, fair sir, Td have all well with you ; 

Do you not fear at sick men*B time of night 
What end may come ? are you so sure of heart 7 
Is not yotxr spirit surprisable in sleep 7 
Have you no evil dreams 7 Nay, look you, love, 
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I will not b LDg off you heart and hmdy 
I am no snake : but tell me for your love 
Have you no fencies how these things will end 
In the pit’s mouth t how all life-deeds will look 
At the grave’s edge that leta men into hell t 
For my part, who am weak and woman-eyed, 

It turns my soul to tears : I doubt ^is blood 
Fallen on our laces when we twain are dead 
Will scar and burn them : yea, for heaven is sweet, 
And loves sweet deeds that smell not of spilt blood. 
Let us not kill : God that made mercy first 
Pities the pitiful for their deed’s sake. 

DABNLEV. 

Get you some painting ; with a cheek like this 
You’ll find no faith in listeners. 

QUEEN. 

Ilow, fair lord f 


DARKLEY. 

I say that looking with this face of yours 
None shall believe you holy ; what, you talk, 
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Take mercy in your mouth, eat holiness, 

Put ( lod under your tongue and feed on heaven, 
Witli fear and faith and — faith, I know not what— 
And look as though you stood and saw men slain 
To make you game and laughter ; nay, your eyes 
Threaten as imto blood. What will you do 
To make men take your sweet word? pitiful— 

You are ])itiful as lie that’s hired for death 
And loves the slaying yet better than the hire. 

gVEEX. 

You are wise that live to threat and tell me so ; 

Do you love life too much ? 

DARNLEV. 

0, now you are sweet, 

Uight tender now : you love not blood nor death, 
You are too tender. 


QCEEN, 

Yea, too weak, too soft : 

^weet, do not mock me, for my love’s sake ; see 
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How soft a thing I am. Will you be hard I 
The heart you have, has it no sort of fear ? 

DARNLEY. 

Take off your hand and let me go my way 
And do my deed, and when the doing is past 
[ will come home and teach you tender things 
Dut of my love till you forget my wrttln 
[ will be angry when I see good need, 

And will grow gentle after, fear not that ; 

Tou aliall get no wrong of my wrongdoing, 

So I take leave. 

QUEEN. 

Take what you will ; take all ; 
You have taken half ray heart away with words: 
Take all I have, and tiike no leave ; I have 
No leave to give : yea, sliortly shall lack leave, 

I think^ to live ; but I crave none of you ; 

I would have none : yet for the love I have, 

If I get ever a mean to show it you, 

I pray God put you some day in my hand 
That you may take that too. 
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DABNLET. 

Well, as he please ; 

God keep you in such love ; and so fareweU. [^Exit, 

QUEEN. 

* 

So fare I as your lover, but not welL — 

Ah sweet, if God^be ever good to me 

To put you in my band ! I am come to shame ; 

Let me think now, and let my wits not go ; 

God, for dear mercy, let me not forget 

Why I should be so angry ; the dull blood 

Beats at my face and blinds me — I am chafed to death, 

And I am shamed ; I sliall go mad and die. 

Truly I think I did kneel down, did pray, 

Yea, weep (who knows ?) it may be — all for that 
Yea, if I wept not, this was blood brake forth 
And burnt mine eyelids ; I will have blood back, 

And wash them cool in the hottest of his heart, 

Or I will slay myself : I cannot tell : 

I have given gold for brass, and lo the pay 
Cleaves to my fingers : there’s no way to mend— 

Not while life stays ; would God that it were gone ! 
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The fool will feed upon my fame and laugh ; 

Till one seal up his tongue and lips with blood, 

He carries half my honour and good name 
Between his teeth. Lord God, mine head will foil ! 
When have I done thus since I was alive 7 
And these ill times will deal but ill with me — 

My old love slain, and never a new to help, 

And my wita gone, and my blithe use of life, 

And all the grace was with me. Love — perchance 
If I save love I shall well save myself. 

I could find heart to bid him take such fellows 
And kill them to my hand, I was the fool 
To sue to these and shame myself: God knows 
I was a queen bom, I will hold their heads 
Here in my hands for this. Which of you waits ? 

Enter Mary Beaton and Mary Carmichael. 

Jio maiden of them ? — what, no more than this ? 

MARY CARMICHAEL. 

Madam, the lady Seyton is gone forth ; 

She is ill at heart with watching. 
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QUEEK. 

Ay, at heart — 

All girls must have such tendei^ sides to the heart 
They break for one night’s watching, ache to death 
For an hour’s pity, for a half-hour’s love — 

Wear out before the watches, die by dawn, 

And ride at noon^to burial. God’s my pity ! 

Where’s Hamilton 7 dotli she ail too ? at heart, 

I warrant her at heart 

MARY DEATON. 

I know not, madam. 

QUEEN. 

What, sick or dead 7 I am well holpen of you : 

Come hither to me. WTiat pale blood you havo— » 

Is it for fear you turn such cheeks to mo ? 

Why, if I were so loving, by my hand, 

I would have set my head upon the chance, 

And loosed him though I died. What will you 
do? 

Have you no way 7 
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None but your mercy. 

QUEEN. 

Ay/ 

Why then the thing is piteous. Think, for God's 
sake — 

Is there no loving way to fetch liim iVth ? 

Nay, wliat a white thin-blooded tiling is love, 

To help no more than this doth I Were I in love, 

I would unbar tlie ways to-night and then 
Laugh death to death to-morrow, mock him dead ; 

1 think you love well with one half your heart, 

And let fear keep the other. Hark you now. 

You said there was some friend durst break my bars — 
Some Scotcli name — faith, ns if I wist of it ! 

Ye have such heavy wits to help one with — 

Some man that had some mean to save him by — 

Tush, I must be at pains for you ! 

)iA«Y DEATON. 

Nay, madam, 

It were no boot : he will not be let forth. 
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QUEEN. 

I flay, the name. 0, Robert Erskine — ^yea, 

A fellow of some heart : what saith he ? 

MARY DEATON. 

Madam, 

The thing waa sound all through, yea, all went well, 
But for all prayers that we could make to him 
He would not fly: we cannot get him forth. 

QUEEN. 

Great God I that men sliould have such wits aa this I 
I have a mind to let him die for that ; 

And yet I wot not. Said he, he loathed his life ? 

MARY BEATON* 

lie Bays your grace given would scathe yourself, 

And little grace for such a grace as that 
Be with the little of his life he kept 
To cast off some time more unworthily. 

i 

QUEEN. 

God help me 1 what should wise folk do with him ? 
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These men be weaker-witted than mere fools 
When they fall mad once ; yet by Mary’s soul 
I am sorrier for him than for men right wise. 

God wot a fool that were more wise than he 
Would love me something worse than Chaatelard, 
Ay, and his own soul better. Do you think 
(There’s no such other sort of fool alive) 

Tliat he may live ? 


MART BEATON. 

Yea, by God’s mercy, madam, 

To your great praise afid honoiur from all men 
If you should keep him living. 

QUEEK.^ 

By God’s light, 

I have good will to do it. Are you sure, 
l£l would pack him with a pardon hence. 

Ho would speak well of me— not hint and halt, 

Smile and look back, sigh and say love runs out, 

But times have been — with some loose laugh cut short, 
Bit*off at lip— eh? 
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MART BEATON. 

No, by heaven he would not. 

QUEEN. 

You know how quickly one may be belied — 

Faith, you should know it — I never thought the 
worst, 

One may touch love and come with clean hands 
off— 

But you should know it. What, he will not fly — 

Not though I wink myself asleep, turn blind — 

Which that I will I say not ? 

MARY BEATON, 

Nay, not he ; 

We had good hope to bring him well aboard, 

Let him slip safe down by the firths to sea. 

Out under Leith by night-setting, and thence 
Take ship for France and serve there out of sight 
In the new wars. 


QU££N. 

Ay, in the new French wars — f 
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You wist thereof too, marlam, with good leave — 

A goodly bait to catch mine honour with 
And let me wake up with my name bit tlirough. 

I had been much bounden to you twain, metliinks, 

But for my knight’s sake and his love’s; by God, 
lie shall not die in God’s despite nor mine. 

Call in our chief lords; bid one see U) it: 

Ay, and make haste. 

I 

\^Kxeuni Mahy Beaton ami Mahv Carmichael. 

Now shall I try their teeth ; 

I have done with fear ; now nothing but pure love 
And power and pity slioll have part in me ; 

1 will not throw them such a spirit in flcsli 
To make their prey on. Though he bo mad indeed, 

It is tlio goodliest madness over smote 
Upon man’s heart. A kingly knight — in faith, 
Meseems my face can yet make faith in men 
And break their brains with beauty : for a word, 

An eyelid’s twitch, an eye’s turn, tie them fast 
And make their souls cleave to me. God be 
thanked, 

This air has not yet curdled all the blood 
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That went to make me fair. An hour agone, 

I thought I had been forgotten of men’s love 
More than dead women’s faces are forgot 
Of after lovers. All men are not of earth : 

For all the frost of fools and this cold land 
There be some yet catch fever of my face 
And burning for mine eyeal sake. I did think 
My time was gone when men would dance to death 
As to a music, and lie laughing down 
In the grave and tiike their funerals for their 
feasts, 

To get one kiss of me. I have some strengtli yet, 
Though I lack power on men that lack men’s 
blood. 

Yea, and God wot I will be merciful ; 

For all the foolish hardness round my heart 
That tender women miss of to their praise, 

They shall not say but I had grace to give 
Even for love’s sake. Why, lot them take their 
way : 

What ails it them tliougli I be soft or hard ? 

Soft hearts would weep and weep and let men die * 
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For very mercy and sweet-heartedneas ; 

I that weep little for my pity’s sake, 

I have the grace to save men. Let fame go — 

1 care not much what shall become of fume, 

So I save love and do mine own soul right ; 
ril have my mercy help mo to revenge 
On all the crow of them. How will the look, 

Having my pardon ! I shall have sweet thanks 
And love of good men for my mercy’s love — 

Yea, and be quit of these I hate to death, 

Witli one good deed. 


Enter the Mahiks. 


U \UY BEATON. 

Madam, the lords are here. 

QUEEN. 

Stand you about me, I will speak to them. 

I would the whole world stood up in my face 
And heard what I shall say. Bid them come in. 


M 2 
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Enter Mukrat, Randolph, Morton, Lindsay, and other 
Lords. 

Hear you, fair lords, I have a word to yon ; 

There is one thing I would fain understand — 

If I be queen or no ; for by my life 

Methinks I am ^wing unqueenly. No man speak ? 

Pray you take note, sweet lord ambassador, 

I am no queen : I never was born queen ; 

Alack, that one should fool us in this wise ! 

Take up my crown, sir, I will none of it 
Till it hath bells on as n foorscap hath. 

Nay, who will liavo it ? no man tfike it up ? 

Was tliere none worthy to be shamed but 1 ? 

Here are enow good faces, good to crown ; 

Will you be king, fair brother 7 or you, 
lord 7 

(tive me a spinner’s curch, a wisp of reed. 

Any mean thing ; but, God’s love, no more gold, 

And no more shame : let boys throw dice for it, 

Or cast it to the grooms for tennis-play, 

For 1 will none* 
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MURRAY. 

What would your highnefl.^ have ? 
qUEES. 

Yet, yea, I said I was no majesty ; 

I shall be shortly fallen out of grace. 

What would I Imve ? I would have Jeave to live; 
Perchance I shall not shortly : nay, for me 
That have no leave to respite other lives 
To keep mine own life were small praise enow. 

MURRAY. 

Your majesty hatli power to respite men, 

As we well wot ; no man saith otherwise. 

QUEEN. 

What, is this true 7 ’tis a thing wonderful — 

So great I cannot bo well siu^ of it. 

Strange that a queen should find such grace as this 
At such lords' hands as je be, such great lords : 

I pray you let me get a«ured again, 

Lest I take jest for truth and shame myself 
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And make you mirth: to make your mirth of 
me, 

God wot it were small pains to you, my lords, 

But much less honour. I may send reprieve — 

With your sweet leaves I may ? 


MURRAY. 


Assuredly. 


QUEEN. 

Lo, now, what grace is this I have of you 1 
I had a will to respite Chastelard, 

And would not do it for very fear of you : 
Look you, I wist not ye were merciful. 


MORTON. 


Madam — 


QUEEN. 

My lord, you have a word to me ? 
Doth it displease you such a man should live ? 


MORTON. 

'Twere a mad mercy in your majesty 
To lay no hand upon his second fault 
And let him thrice offend you. 
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QUEEN. 

Ay, my lord ? 

MOniON. 

It were well done to muffle lewd men’s mouths 
By casting of his head into their laps : 

It were much best. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, truly were it so ? 

Ibit if I will not, yet I will not, sir. 

For all the mouths in Scotland. Now, by lieavon. 
As I am pleased he shall not die but live, 

So shall ye be. Tliere is no man sliall die, 

Except it please me ; and no man shall say, 
Except it please me, if I do ill or well. 

Which of you now will set his will to mine ? 

Not you, nor you 1 tliink, nor none of you, 

Nor no man living that loves living well. 

• 

Let one stand forth and smite me with bis hand, 
Wring my crown ofE and cast it underfoot, 

And he shall get my respite back of me, 

Aiid no man else : he shall bid live or die. 
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And no man else ; and he shall be my lord, 

And no man else. What, will not one be king ? 

Will not one here lay hold upon my state ? 

1 am queen of you for all things come and gone. 

Nay, my chief lady, and no meaner one. 

The chiefest of my maidens, sliall bear this 
And give it to my, prisoner for a grace ; 

Who shall deny me ? who shall do me wrong ? 

Bear greeting to the lord of Chastelard, 

And this withal for respite of his life. 

For by my head ho shall die no such way : 

Nay, sweet,' no words, but hence and back again. 

[iJxi't Mauv Bkatok. 

Farewell, dear lords; ye have shown grace to me. 

And some time I will thank you as I may ; 

Till when think well of me and what is done. 


END OP THE FOURTH ACT. 
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Scene I. — Before Ilolyrood. A crowd of people ; among 
them SoldierSj Burgesses^ a Preacher^ (5*r. 

1ST CITIZEN. 

Tliey arc not out yet. Have you sc<?n tlie mnn ? 

What manner of man ? 

2Nn CITIZEN. 

Shall he ho hanged or no? 
There was a fellow hanged some three days gono 
Wept the whole way : think you this man shall die 
In better sort, now ? 


1ST CITIZEN." 

Hh, these shawm-players 

That walk before strange women and make songs I 
[low should they die well ? 

3RD CITIZEN. 

li it sooth men say 
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Our dame was wont to kiaa him on the face 
In lewd folk’s sight ? 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, saith one, all day long 

He need to sit and jangle words in rhyme 

To suit with aliakos of faint adulterous sound 
» 

Some French lust in men’s ears ; she made songs too, 
Soft things to feed sin’s amorous mouth upon — 
Delicate sounds for dancing at in hell. 

4TH CITIZEN. 

Is it priest Black that he shall have by him 
When they do come ? 


3RI) CITIZEN. 

Ah I by Grod’s leave, not so ; 
If the knave show us his peeled onion’s head 
And that damned flagging jowl of his — 


2 ND CITIZEN. 


Nay, aira. 
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Take heed of words ; moreover, please it you, ' 

This man hath no pope's part in him. 

3UD CITIZEN. 

I say 

That if priest whoroVfriend vritli the lewd thiefs 
cheek 

Show his foul blinking face to shame all ours, 

It goes back fouler; well, one day heirs lire 
Will burn him black indeed. 

A WOMAN. 

What kind of man 7 
'Tis yet great pity of him if he be 
Goodly enow for this queen's paramour. 

A French lord overseas ? what doth he here, 

With Scotch folk here ? 

I ST CITIZEN. 

Fair mistress, I think well 
He doth so at some times that I were fain 
Ta do as well. 
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^ THE WOMAN, 

Nay, then he will not die. 

JST CITIZEN. 

Why, see yon, if one eat a piece of bread 
Baked as it were a certain prophet’s way, 

Not upon coals, nqw — ^you shall apprehend — 

If defiled bread be given a man to eat, 

Being thrust into his moutli, why he shall eat, 
And with good hap sliall eat ; but if now, say. 
One steal this, bread and beastliness and all, 
WTicn scarcely for pure hunger flesh and bone 
Cleave one to other — why, if he steal to eat, 

Be it even the filthiest feeding — though the man 
Be famine-flayed of flesh and skin, I say 
Ho shall be lianged. 


3RD CITIZEN. 

Nay, stolen said you, sir 7 
See, God bade cat abominable bread, 

And freely was it eaten — for a sign 
This, for a sign — and doubtless as did God, 
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So may the devil; bid one eat freely and live, 

Not for a sign. 

3ND CITIZKN. 

Will you think thus of her / 
But wherefore sliould they got this fellow slain 
If he be clear toward her ? 

5HI» CITIZKS. 

Sir, one must see 

The day comes wlien a woman sheds lier sin 
\s a bird moults; and she being shifted so. 

The old mate of her old feather pecks at her 
To get the right bird back; then she being stronger 
^icka out his eyes — eh ! 

2ND CITIZEN. 

Like enough to be ; 

Jut if it be — Is not one preaching tliere 
rVith certain folk about him t 

ifT crraiN. 


Yea, the same 
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Who preached a month since from Ezekiel 
Concerning these twain — this our queen that is 
And her that was, and is not now so much 
As queen over hell’s worm. 

3RD CITIZEN. 

Ay, said he not, 

This was Aholah, the first one of these, 

Called sisters only for a type — being twain, 
Twain Maries, no whit Nazarenc ? tlie first 
Bred out of Egypt like the water- worm 
With sides in wet green places baked with slime 
And festered flesh that steams against the sun ; 
A plague among all people, and n type 
Set as a flake upon a leper’s fell. 

1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, said he, and unto her the men went in, 
The men of Pharaoh’s, beautiful with red 
And with rod gold, fair foreign-footed men. 

The bountiful fair men, the courteous men, 

The delicate men with delicate feeb that went 
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Curling their small beards Agag-fashion, yea 
Pruning their mouths to nibble words behind 
With pecking at God’s skirts— small broken oaths 
Fretted to shreds between most dainty lips, 

And underbreath some praise of AshUiroth 
Sighed laughingly. 


2Nn CITI7XN; 

Was he not under guard 

For the good word 7 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Yea, but now forth again — 
And of the latter said he — there being two. 

The first Aholah, which interpreted — 

3RD CITIZEN. 

But, of this latter ? 


1ST CITIZEN. 

Well, of her he said 
Hcfw she made letters for Chaldean folk 
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And men that came forth of the wilderness 
And all her Bister’s chosen men ; yea, she 
Kept not her lip from any sin of hers 
But multiplied in whoredoms toward all tliese 
That hate God mightily ; for these, he saitli, 

These are the fair French people, and these her kin 

Sought out of England with her love-letters 

« 

To bring tliem to her kiss of love ; and thus 
With a prayer made that God would break sucli love 
Ended some while ; then crying out for strong wrath 
Spake with a great voice after : This is she, 

Yea the lewd woman, yea the same woman 
That gat bruised breasts in Egypt, when strange 
men 

Swart from great suns, foot-burnt with angry soils 
And strewn with sand of gaunt Chaldean miles, 

Poured all tlicir love upon her ; she shall drink 
The Ivord’s cup of derision that is filled 
With drunkenness and sorrow, great of sides 
And deep to drink in till the dreg drips out: 

Yea, and herself with the twain shards thereof 
Pluck off her breasts ; to said he. 
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4 TU CITIZEN. 


Are not they come J 


See that stir — 


3RD CITIZEN. 

There wants an hour of tlicin. 
Draw near and let us Iiearken ; ho will Hj)eak 
Surely some word of this. 

aND CITIZEN. 

What saith In* now / 

THE PREACHER. 

The mercy of a harlot is a sword 

And lier mouth sharper than a flame of fire. 
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Scene II . — In Prison. 

CHASTELARP. 

So here my time shuts up ; and the last light 
« 

Has made the last shade in the world for me. 

The sunbeam that was narrow like a leaf 
Has turned a hand, and the hand stretched to an arm, 
And the arm has reached the dust on the floor, and 
made 

A maze of motes with paddling fingers. Well, 

I knew not that a man so sure to die 
Could care so little; a bride-night’s lustiness 
Leaps in my veins os light fire under a wind : 

As if I felt a kindling beyond death 
Of some new joys far outside of me yet ; 

Sweet sound, sweet smell and touch of things far out 
Sure to come soon. I wonder will death be 
Even all it seems now ? or the talk of hell 
And wretched changes of the worn-out soul 
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Nailed to decaying fleali, shall that be true ? 

Or is this like the forethought of deep sleep 
Felt by a tired man ? Sleep were good enough— 

Shall sleep be all ? But I shall not forget 
For any sleep this love bound upon me — 

For any sleep or quiet ways of death. 

Ah, in my weary dusty space of siglit 
Her face will lloat with heavy scents of Iiair 
And fire of subtle amorous eyes, and lips 
More hot than wine, full of sweet wicked words 
Babbled against mine own lips, and long hands 
Spread out, and pale bright throat and pale bright 
breasts, 

Fit to make all men mad. I do i^eliove 
This fire shall never (juito burn out to the ash 
And leave no heat and flame upon my dust 
For witness where a man’s heart was burnt uj). 

^For all Christ’s work this Venus is not quelled. 

But reddens at the mouth with blood of men, 

Sucking between small teeth the sap o’ the veins, 
Dabbling with death her little tender lips — 

A bitter beauty, poisonous-pearlM mouth. 
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I am not fit to live but for love’s sake, 

So I were best die shortly. Ah, fair love, 

Fair fearful Venus made of deadly foam, 

I shall escape you somehow with my death — 
Your splendid supple body and mouth on fire 
And Paphian breath that bites the lips with heat. 
I had l>est die. 


Enter Mary Beaton. 

What, is my death’s time come, 

And you the friend to make deatli kind to me t 
Tis sweetly done ; for I was sick for this. 

MARY BEATON. 

Nay, but see here ; nay, for you shall not die : 

Slie lias reprieved you ; look, her name to that, 

A present respite ; I was sure of her : 

You are quite safe : here, take it in your hands : 

I am faint with the end of pain. Read there. 

CHASTELARD. 

Reprieve ? 

W’horefore reprieve ? Who has done this to me 7 
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MARY DEATON. 

I never feared but God would have you live, 

Or I knew well God must have punished mo ; 
But I feared nothing, had no sort of fear. 

ANTiat makes you stare upon the seal so hard ? 
Will you not read now 7 

CHASTELARD. 

A reprieve of life — 

Reprieving me from living. Nay, by God, 

I count one death a bitter thing enough. 


MARY BEATtiN. 

what she writes ; your love ; for love of you ; 
Out of her love ; a word to save your life : 

But I knew this too though you love me not : 

She is your love ; I knew that : yea, by heaven. 

• 

CHASTELARD. 

You knew I had to live and be reprieved : 

Say I were bent to die now ? 
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_^MABT BEATON. 

Do not die, 

For her sweet love’s sake ; not for pity of me, 
You would not bear with life for me one hour;-^ 
But for hers only. 


CHASTE L Ago. 

Nay, I love you well, 

1 would not hurt you for more lives than one. 

But for this fair-faced paper of reprieve, 

We’ll have no riddling to make death shift sides : 
Look, here ends one of us. [I'eanng it. 

For her I love. 

She will not anger heaven with slaying me ; 

For me, I am well quit of loving her ; 

For you, I pray you be well comforted, 

Seeing in my life no man gat good by me 
And by my death no hurt is any man’s. 

MART BEATON. 

And I that loved you 7 nay, I loved you ; nay, 
Why should your like be pitied when they love 7 
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Her hard heart ia not yet so hard as yours, 

Nor God's hard heart I care not if you die. 

These bitter madmen are not fit to live. 

I will not have you touch me, speak to me. 

Nor take farewell of you. See you die well, 

Or death wll play with shame for you, and win, 
And laugh you out of life. I am right glad 
I never am to see you any more, 

For I should come to hate you easily ; 

I would not have you live, [AV/V. 

CnASTELARD. 

She has cause enow. 

I would this wretched waiting had an end, 

For I wax feebler tlian I was: God knows 
I had a mind once to have saved this flesh 
And made life one with shame. It marvels me 
This girl tliat loves me should desire so much 

t 

To have me sleep with shame for bedfellow 
A whole life’s space ; she would be glad to die 
To escape such life. It may be too her love 
Is but an amorous quarrel with herself, 
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Not love of me but her own wilful soul ; 

Then she will live and be more glad of this 
Than girls of their own will and their heart’s love 
Before love mars them: so God go with her ! 

For mine own love — I wonder will slie come 
Sad at her mouth a little, with drawn cheeks 
And eyelids wrinkled up ? or hot and quick 
To lean her head on mine and leave her lips 
Deep in my neck ? For surely slie must come; 
And I should fare the better to be sure 
What she will do. But as it please my sweet; 

For some sweet thing she must do if she come, 
Seeing how I have to die. Now three years since 
This had not seemed so good an end for me ; 

But in some wise all things wear round betimes 
And wind up well. Yet doubtless she might take 
A will to come my way and hold my hands 
And kiss me some three kisses, throat, mouth, eyes, 
And say some soft three words to soften death : 

I do not see how this should break her ease. 

Nay, she will come to get her warrant back : 

By this no doubt she is sorely penitent. 
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Her fit of angry mercy well blown out 
And her wits cool again. She must have chafed 
A great while through for anger to become 
So like pure pity ; they must have fretted her 
Nigh mad for anger : or it may be mistrust, 

She is BO false ; yea, to my deatli I think 
She will not trust me ; alas the hard awect heart ! 
j As if my lips could hurt her any way 
But by too keenly kissing of her own. 

Ah false poor sweet fair lips that keep no faitli, 
They shall not catch mine false or dangerous ; 
They must needs kiss mo one good time, albeit 
They love me not at all. Lo, here she comes, 

For the blood leaps and catches at my face ; 

There go her feet and tread upon ray heart ; 

Now shall I see what way I am to die. 

Enter the Qikf.x. 

gi’EEX. 

What, is one here ? Speak to me for God’i sake : 
Where are you lain t 
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CHASTELARD. 

Here, madam, at your hand. 

QUEEN. 

Sweot lord, what sore pain have I had for you 
And been moat patient!— Nay, you are not bound. 
If you be gentle to me, take my hand. 

Do you not hold me the worst heart in the world ? 
Nay, you must needs ; but say not yet you do. 

I am worn so weak I know not how I live : 

Reach me your hand. 


CHASTELABD. 

Take comfort and good heart : 
All will find end ; this is some grief to you. 

But you shall overlive it. Come, fair love ; 

Be of lair cheer : I say you have done no wrong, 

QUEEN. 

I will not be of cheer : I have done a thing 
That will turn fire and bum me. Tell me not ; 

If you will do me comfort, whet your sword. 
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But if you hate me, tell me of soft things, 

For I hate theae, and bitterly. Look up ; 

Am I not mortal to be gazed upon 7 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, mortal, and not hateful. 

QUEEN. 

0 lost heart ! 

Give me some mean to die by. 

CHASTELARD. 

Sweet, enough. 

You have made no fault ; life is not worth a 
world 

That you should weep to take it: would mine 
were, 

And I might give you a world-worthier gift 
Than one poor head that love has made a spoil ; 

Take it for jest, and weep not : let me go. 

And think I died of chance or malady. 

Niiy, I die well ; one dies not best abed. 
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QUEEN. 

My warrant to reprieve you — that you saw ? 

That came between your hands ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, not long since. 

It seems you havvo no will to let me die, 

QUEEN. 

Alas, you know I wrote itwitli my heart, 

Out of pure love ; and since you were in bonds 
I have had such grief for love’s sake and ray heart’s— 
Yea, by my life I have — I could not choose 
But give love w^y a little. Take my hand ; 

You know it would have pricked my heart’s blood 
out 

To write reprieve with. 

CHASTELARD. 

Sweet, your hands are kind ; 
Lay them about my neck, upon j^y face, 

And tell me not of writing. 
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QUEEN. 

Nay, by heaven, 

I would have given you mine own blood to drink 
If that could heal you of your soul-sickness. 

Yea, they know that, they curse me for your sake, 
Rail at my love— would God tlieir heads were lopped 
And we twain left together this side death I 
But look you, sweet, if tins ray warnint hold 
You are but dead and sharaed; for you must die, 
And they will slay you shamefully by force 
Kven in my sight. 


ClIASTELAlfD. 

Faith, I think so they will. 

QUEEN. 

Nay, they would slay me too, cast stones at me, 
IJrag me alive — they have eaten poisonous words, 
They are mad and have no shame. 

CHASTELARD. 


Ay, like cnouglu 
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QUEEN. 

Would Grod my heart were greater; but God wot 
I have no heart to bear with fear and die. 

Yea, and I cannot help you : or I know 
I should be nobler, bear a better heart : 

But as this stands — pray you for good love, 

As you hold horimir a costlier thing than life — 


CIIASTELARD. 

Well? 


QUEEN. 

Nay, I would not be denied for shame ; 
In brief, I pray you give me that again. 


CIIASTELARD. 

What, my reprieve ? 


QUEEN. 

Even so ; deny me not, 

# 

For your sake mainly : yea, by God you know 
How fain I were to die b your death’s stead. 

For your name’s sake. This were no need to swear. 
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Lest we be mocked to death with a reprieve, 

And 80 both die, being ehamed. \Vlmt, Blmll I 
swear? 

What, if I kiss you ? must I pluck it out ? 

You do not love me : no, nor honour. Come, 

I know you have it about you : give it me. 

CnisTELARD. 

I cannot yield you such a thing again ; 

Not as I Imd it 

QITEN. 

A coward ? what sliift now ? 

Do such men make such cravens ? 

CnASTELAUn. 

Chi(ie me mn ; 

Pity me that I cannot help my heart. 

QUEEN. 

Heaven mend mine eyes that took you for a man ! 
What, is it sewn into your flesh ? take heed — 

Nay, but for shame— what have you done with it ? 
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CHASTELARD. 

Why, there it lies, tom up. 

QUEEN. 

God help me, sir ! 

Have you done this ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Yea, sweet ; what should I do ? 
Did I not know you to the bone, my sweet ? 

God speed you well! you have a goodly lord. 

QUEEN. ^ 

My love, sweet love, you are more fair than he, 

Yes, fairer many times : I love you much, 

Sir, know you that ? 

CHASTELARD. 

I think I know that well. 

Sit here a little till I feel you through 

In all my breath and blood for some sweet while. 

0 gracious body that mine arms have had, 
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And hair my face has felt on it 1 grave eyea 
And low thick lids that keep since years agone 
In the blue sweet of each particular vein 
Some special print of me ! I am right glad 
That I must never feel a bitterer thing 
Than your soft curled-up shoulder and amorous 
arms 

From this time forth ; nodiing can hap to me 
I^ss good than this for all my whole life through. 

I would not have some new pain after this 
Como spoil the savour. 0, your round bird's throat, 
More soft than sleep or singing ; your calm checks, 
Turned bright, turned wan with kisses hard and 
hot ; 

The beautiful colour of your deep curved hands, 

Made of a red rose that had changed to white ; 

That mouth mine own holds half the sweetness of, 

JTea, my heart holds the sweetness of it, whence 
My life began in me ; mine that ends here 
Because you have no mercy, nay you know 
You never ccijld have mercy. My fair love, 

KIlss me again, God loves you not the less ; 
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Why should one woman have all goodly things ? 

You have all beauty ; let mean women’s lips 
Be pitifuT, and speak truth : they will not be 
Such perfect things as yours. Be not ashamed 
That hands not mode like these that snare men’s 
souls 

Should do men gbod, give alms, relieve men’s pain ; 
You have the better, being more fair than they, 

They are half foul, being rather good than fair ; 

You are quite fair : to be quite fair is best. 

Why, two nights hence I dreamed that I could see 
In through your bosom under the left flower, 

And there was a round hollow, and at heart 
A little red snake sitting, without spot, 

That bit — like this, and sucked up sweet — like 
this, 

And curled its lithe light body right and left, 

And quivered like a woman in act to love. 

Then there was some low fluttered talk i’ the lips, 
Faint sound of soft fierce words caressing them — 

Like a fair woman’s when her love gets jway. 

Ah, your old kiss — I know the ways of it : 
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Let the lips cling a little. Take them off, 

And speak some word or I go mad with love. 

QUEEN. 

Will you not have my chaplain come to you ! . 

CHASTELARD. 

Some better tiling of yours — some handkerchief, 
Some fringe of scarf to make confession to — 

You had some book about you tliat fell out — 

QUEEN. 

A little written book of Uonsard’s rhymes, 

His gift, I wear in there for love of him — 

See, here between our feet. 

CHASTELARD. 

Ay, my old lord’s — 
The sweet chief poet, my dear friend long since 7 
Give me the book. Jio you, this verse of his : 
With coming lilies in late Ajml came 
Jler hodjf^ fashioned whiter for their shame ; 
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And roses y touched icith blood since Adon bled, 
From her fair colour filed their lips with red : 

A goodly praise : I could not praise you so. 

I read that while your raarriage-feast went on. 
Leave me this book, I pray you : I would read 
The hymn of death here over ere I die ; 

I shall know soon how much he knew of death 
When that was written. One thing I know now, 
I shall not die with half a heart at least, 

Nor shift my face, nor weep my fault alive, 

Nor swear if I might live and do new deeds 
I would do better. Let me keep the booL 


QVZES. 

Yea, keep it : as would God you had kept your life 
Out of mine eyes and hands. I am wrung to the 
heart : 

This hour feels dry and bitter in my mouth, 

As if its sorrow were my body’s food 

More than niy soul’s. There are bad thoughts in me — 

Most bitter fancies biting me like birds 

That tear each other. Suppose you need not die ? 
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CHASTELARD. 

You know I cannot live for two hours more. 

Our fate was made thus ere our days wore 
made: 

Will you fight fortune for so small a grief? 

But for one thing I were full fain of death. 

QUEEN. 

What thing is that ? 


CHASTELARD, 

None need to name the thing. 
Why, what can death do with me fit to fear ? 

For if I sleep I shall not weep awake ; 

Or if their saying bo true of things to come, 

Though hell be sharp, in the worst ache of it 
I shall be eased so God will give me back 
Sometimes one golden gracious sight of you — 

The aureole woven flowerlike through your hair. 
And in your lipe the little laugh as red 
As when it came upon a kiss and ceased, 

/Touching my mouth. 



200 


CHASTELABD. 


[act t. 


QUEEN. 

Afl I do now, this way, 

With my heart after : would I could shed tears, 

Tears should not fail when the heart shudders 
so. 

But your bad thought ? 

CHASTELARD. 

Well, such a thought as this : 
It may be, long time after I am dead, 

For all you are, you may see bitter days ; 

God may forget you or be wroth with you : 

Then shall you lack a little help of me, 

And I shall feel your sorrow touching you, 

A happy sorrow, though I may not touch : 

I that would fain bo turned to flesh again, 

Fain get back life to give up life for you. 

To shed my blood for help, that long ago 
You shed and were not holpen: and your heart 
Will ache for help and comfort, yea for love, 

,^d find less love than mine — for I do think 
You never will be loved thus in your life. 
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QUEEN. 

It may be man will never love me more ; 

For I am sure I shall not love man twice. 

CHASTELARD. 

I know not : men must love you in life’s spite ; 

For you will always kill them ; man*by man 
Your lips will bite them dead; yea, though you 
would, 

You shall not spare one; all will die of you ; 

I cannot toll what love shall do with these, 

But I for all my love shall have no might 
To help you more, mine arms and hands no 
power 

To fasten on you more. This cleaves my heart, 

That they shall never touch your body more. 

But for your grief — you will not have to grieve ; 

For being in such poor eyes so beautiful 
It must needs be as God is more than I 
So much more love he hath of you than mine ; 

Yea, God shall not be bitter with my love, 

Seeing the ii so sweet 
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QUEBN. 

Ah my sweet fool, 

Think you when God will ruin me for sin 
My face of colour shall prevail so much 
With him, so soften the toothed iron’s edge 
To save my throat a scar ? nay, I am sure 
I shall die somehow sadly. 

CHASTELARD. 

This is pure grief; 

The shadow of your pity for my death, 

Mere foolishness of pity : all sweet moods 
Throw out such little shadows of themselves, 

Ijeave such light fears behind. You, die like me? 
Stretch your throat out that I may kiss all round 
Where mine shall be cut through : suppose my mouth 
The axe-edge to bite so sweet a throat in twain 
With bitter iron, should not it turn soft 
As lip is soft to lip ? 


QUCEK, 

I am quite sure 
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I shall die sadly some day, Chastelard ; 
1 am quite certain. 


CHASTELARD. 

Do not think such things ; 
Lest all my next world’s memories of you be 
As heavy as this thought. 

QUEEN. 

I will not grieve you ; 
Forgive me that my thoughts were sick with grief. 
What can I do to give you ease at heart? 

Shall I kiss now ? I pray you have no fear 
But that I love you. 


CHASTELARD. 

Turn your face to me ; 

I do not grudge your face this death of mine ; 
It is too fair — by God, you are too fair. 

What noise is that ? 


QUEEN. 

Can the hour be through so soon ? 
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I bade them give me but a little hour. 

Ah 1 I do love you 1 such brief space for love ! 

I am yours all through, do all your will with me ; 
What if we lay and let them take us fast, 

Lips grasping lips ? I dare do anything. 

• CUASTELARD. 

Show bettor cheer ; let no man see you mazed 
Make haste and kiss me ; cover up your throat 
Lest one see tumbled lace and prate of it. 

ErUer the Ottard : Murray, Dabnlet, Mart Hamiltoi 
Mart Beaton, and others with thm. 

DARNLET. 

Sirs, do yoiur charge ; let him not have much time. 

MART HAMILTON. 

Peace, lest you chafe the queen : look, her brows bend. 

CHA8TELARD. 

Lords, and all you come hither for my sake, 
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If while my life was with me like a friend 
That I must now forget the friendahip of, 

I have done a wrong to any man of you, 

As it may be by iaulf'of mine I have ; 

Of shch an one I crave for courtesy 
He will now cast it from his mind and heed 
Like a dead thing ; considering my^dead fault 
Worth no remembrance further than my death. 

Tliia for his gentle honour and goodwill 
I do beseech him, doubting not to find 
Such kindlinc*fi8 if ho be nobly made 
And of his birth a courtc*ous race of man. 

You, my lord Jamee, if you have aught Upward me — 
Or you, 'Lord Damley — I dare fear no jot, 

Whate’er this be wherein you were aggrieved, 

But you will pardon all for gentleness. 

DARNLET. 

For my |fcrt — yea, well, if the thing stand thus, 

Ajb you must die — one would not bear folk hard — 
And if the rest shall hold it honourable, 

Why, I do pardon you. 
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[act t. 


MURRAY, 

Sir, in all things 
We find no caufle to speak of you but well : 
For all I see, save this your deadly fault, 

I hold you for a noble perfect man. 

ClIASTELARD. 

I thank you, fair lord, for your nobleness. 
You likewise, for the courtesy you have 
I give you tlianka, sir ; and to all these lords 
That have not heart to load mo at my death. 
Last, I beseech of the best queen of men 
And royallest fair lady in the world 
To pardon me my grievous mortal sin 
Done in such great offence of her : for, sirs, 
If ever since I came between her eyes 
She hath beheld me other than I am 
Or shown her honour other than it is, 

Or, save in royal faultless courtesies, 

Used me with favour ; if by speech or face, 
By salutation or by tender eyes, 

She hath made a way for my deaire to live, 
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Given ear to me or boldness to my breath ; 

I pray God cast me forth before day cease 
Even to the heaviest place there is in hell. 
Yea, if she be not stainless toward all men, 

I pray this axe that I shall die upon 
May cut mo ofiF lx)dy and soul from heaven. 
Now for my soufs sake I dare pray*to you ; 
Forgive me, madam. 


QUEEN. 

Yea, I do, fair sir : 

With all my heart in all I pardon you. 

CIIASTELARD. 

God thank you for great mercies. Lords, set hence ; 

I am right loth to hold your patience here ; 

I must not hold much longer any man’s. 

Bring me my way and bid me fire well forth, 

[As they pass out the Queen stays Maby Beaton. 

QUUX. 

dark hither, iweet Get back to Uolyrood 



CHASTELABD.- 




[act t. 


And take Carmichael with you : go both up 
In some chief window whence the squares lie clear — 
Seem not to know what I shall do— mark that — 

An4 watch how things fare imder. Have good cheer ; 
You do not think now I can let him die ? 

Nay, this were shameful madness if you did, 

And I should hat(f you. 


RY BEATON. 

Pray you love me, madam, 
And swear you love me and wUl let me live, 

That I may die the quicker. 

QUEEN. 

Nay, sweet, see, 

Nay, you shall see, this must not seem devised ; 

1 will take any man with me, and go ; 

Yea, for pure hate of them that hate him : yea, 

Lay hold upon the headsman and bid strike 
Here on my neck ; if they will have him die, 

Why, I will die too : queens have died this way 
For less things than his love is. Nay, I know 
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They want no blood ; I will bring swords to boot 
For dear love’s rescue though half earth were slain ; 
What should men do with bjpod? Stand fast at 
watch; 

For I will be his ransom if I die. 


\ExfHnt, 



CHAif’l'tf lARTX 




[lot T. 


8ciiii m^The Upptr Chamber in Boljrood. 

Mart Beaton seated : Mart Carniohail at 
a window. 

HART BEATON. 

Do you see nothing 7 

HART CARMICHAEU 

Nay, but twarmi of men 
And talking women gathered in email epaoe, 
Flapping their gowns and gaping with fools* eyes : 
And a thin ring round one thdt seems to speak, 
Holding his hands out eagerly ; no more. 

HART BEATON. 

Why, 1 hear more, I hear men shout The queen, 

HART aRWCHAn. 

Nay, no oriai yet 
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MAST BSATOX. 

Ah, they will cry oat toon 

When the ooiqM forth; they ihonld cry oat on 
her; 

I hear their crying in my heart. Nay, sweet, 

Do not you hate her ? all men, if God please, 

Shall hate her one day ; yea, one flay no doubt 
I shall worse hate her. 

lUBT CAaniCUAEL. 

Pray yon, be at peace ; 

You hurt yourself : she will be mercifol; 

What, could you see a true man slain for 
you? 

I think I could not ; it is not like oar hearts 
To hare such hard sides to them. 

HART BEATON. 

0, not you, 

. And I oo al j ^wmis s ; there’s some blood in her 
That does not nm to mtnj as oars doth : 

r2 
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[aott. 


That fidr face and the cursed heart in her 
Made keener than a knife for man8la3ring 
Can bear strange things. 

MABT CABMICHAEL. 

^eace, for the people come. 
Ah — Murray, hooded orer half his face 
With pluoked-down hat, few folk about him, eyes 
Like a man angered ; Darnley after him. 

Holding our Hamilton above her wrist. 

His mouth put near her hair to whisper with— • 
And she laughs softly, looking at his feet. 

HABT BEATON. 

She will not live long ; God hath given her 
Few days and evil, full of hate and love, 

I see well now. 


HABT CABHICHAEL. 

Hark, there’s theb ory<-|p< qutn I 
Fair life and Umg, and good d(y$ to tkt quten. 



KBn m.] 
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lURT BEATOM. 

Tea, but God ki|owB. I feel such patience here 
As I were sure m a brief while to die. 


HAST CABMICUAEL., 

She bends and laughs a little, graciously. 

And toms half, talking to I know not whom— 

A big man with great shoulders ; ah, the face, 
You get his face now — wide and duskish, yea 
The youth burnt out of it A goodly man, 
Thewed mightUy and sunburnt to the bone ; 
Doubtless he was away in banishment, 

Or kept some march far oil. 

KABT BEATOM. 

Still you see nothing ? 

MARY CASMICHAIL. 

Yea, now they bring him forth with a great noise, 
The folk aHiahouting and men thrust about 
&Mh waj from him. 



314 
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[act t. 


KABT BKATON. 

Ab, Lord God, bear with me, 

Help me to bear a little with my lore 

For thine own lore, or gire me some quick death. 

Do not come down ; I shall get strength again, 

% 

Only my breath fiuls. Looks he sad or blithe ? 

Not sad I doubt yet; 


MART CARHICHASU 

Nay, not sad a whit, 

But like a man who losing gold or lands 
Should lose a heavy sorrow ; his &oe set. 

The eyes not curious to the right or left. 

And reading in a book, his hands unbound. 

With short fleet smiles. . The whole place catdiee 
breath, 

Looking at him ; she seems at point to speak* 

Now die lies back, and laughs, with her brows drawn 
And her lip* drawn too. Now they read his orim^— 
Iseethelau^tertightaiingher dun: * 

Why do you bend your bo^ and draw breath? 
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They will not ill# him in her ngfat; I am nr* 

She will not here him eUin. 

MAST BIATOK. 

Forth« and foar not: 
I was just praying to myself-— one word, 

A prayer I hire to say for her to Gtod 
If he will mind it 


XABT CARMtCHAJEL. 

Now he looks her aide ; 

Something he says, if one could bear thus far : 
She leans out, lengthening her throat to hear 
And her eyes shining. 

tr BEATON. 

Ah, I had no hope : 

Tea thomGod knowest that 1 had no hope. 

Let it end quidify. 

■ACT 

Nbw hie eyes are wide 
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[act t. 


And his smile great ; and like another smile 
The blood fills all his fisce. Her cheek and neck 
Work fast and hard ; she must have pardoned him, 
He looks so merrily. Now he comes forth 
Out of that ring of people and kneels down ; 

Ah, how the helve and edge of the great axe 
Turn in the sunlight as the man shifts habds — 

It must be for a show ; because she sits 
And hardly moves her head this way — I see 
Her chin and lifted lips. Now she stands up. 

Puts out her hand, and they fall muttering ; 

Ahl 


MARY BEATON. 

It is done now ? 


MAST CARMICHAEL. 

For God’s love, stay there ; 
Do not look out Nay, he is dead by this ; 

But gather up yourself firom off the floor ; 

Will she die too 7 I shut mine eyes and heattl— 
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Sweet, do not beat your face upon the ground. 

Nay, be ia dead and elain. 

MARY BEATOM. 

^Vhat, slain indeed ? 

I knew he would be slaii the 

neck: 

I knew one must be smitten through the neck 
To die so quick : if one were stabbed to the 
heart, 

He would die slower. 

MARV CAKMIClIAKt. 

Will you behold him dead ? 

MARY BEATON. 

Yea: must a dead man not be looked upon 
That living one was fain of? give me way. 

Lo you, what sort of hair this fellow had ; 

The doomsDutn gathers it into his hand 
To grasp the bead by for all men to see ; 

4 never did that. 
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HAST CABiaCHA£U 

For God’s love, let me go. 


MABT BEATON. 

I think Bometimea she most hare held it so, 
Holding his head back, see you, by the hair 
To kiss his &oe, still lying in his arms. 

Ay, go and weep ; it must be pitiful 
If one could see it What is this they say ? 

So perish the queen's traitors ! Yea, but so 
Peri^ the queen t God, do thus much to her 
For his sake only : yea, for pity’s sake 
Do thus much with her. 

HART CABHICBAEL. 

Prithee come in with me : 

Nay, oome at onoe. 


HART BEATON. 

If I should meet with her 
And spit upcm her at her omning in— >— 



•cm m.] CHidTELABD. 

But if I lire theij ahtll 1 lae one dny 
When God will inite her lying luurlot'i month— 
Surely I ihtll. Como, I will go with you ; 

We will lit down together face to &oe 
Now, and alienee ; for thie life is hard, 

And the end of it is quietnen at last 
Come, let us go : here is no word (o say. 

AM USHER. 

I 

Make way there for the lord of Bothwell ; room— 
Place for my lord of Bothwell next the queen. 


EXPLICIT. 
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liTlLL, IDWiRM AWn CO., PIHNTHB8, CHAHDOS 8TEIBT, 
COVint GA-BDhN. 
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Faap. 8to, cloth, 0«. 

JoHK Caicdm Hottik. 


OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 


Hi hu prodooed t dnunatio poem which tlx^ndit from the fint ptfo to 
’the lift in the finest constltDents of poetry— In imiKioitlon, ffney, feeling, 
iientlmant, pifflon, ind knowledge of the humin beirt and loul, combined 
^ with I dominant raaitery orer ctery ipedei of fcne, from the stitelleit pomp 
of epic metre to the fluent iweetneti of long. ... He hu lotnetbinf of 
tbit orcAtive (Ifrce which ill great poets hire had, wbciher they were Greek, 
Italian, or Englti||m nitife and inborn strength, which fHihulinhlp mkj 
numid, but ein ne^oflgintto. If, as we are given to underttiml, Mr, Swiii* 
boToe if a young writer, we do not hedtite to usert thii his Tolume is ext3ra- 
ofdiniry, not simply for strength and tividoe^i of imagination, but (what ll 
fkr more remarkable with ineiperience) for maturity of iwwer, for (JornplfU- 
neaa of self-control, for absolute mutery over the turbulent forcM of ado- 
lesoent genius. . . . That strange, sad, bopeles* mood in whleh tha 
ancient Greek regarded the mysteries of life and death— that austere setttag 
of the soul against the iron will of destiny which U so full of an inumbae 
dignity and pathoa— that dlTlnely sorrowful despair of things which can 
; suflbr to the miserable end, and fees no after ci/mpensatlon, and yet |oei 
. to death in midesty, a^ beauty, and power— the^a cbanmteristioa of 
the old OredL fidtb, or wanl4t fkith, or whatsoever we may oalMt, are re- 


iected by Mr. Swinburne with amaiinf truth and discrimination, Tbara art 
paagagei in his po«n wbieb aeem p wring from the very roots of human 
aiiOriciMa ^ sharpest exUto^of our gTielii.’'-Lovnoi Katiaw, 6U April, 

m 

M ** Mr. Swbbont has Judged well in his oludoe of a tuhieci* The legend of 
/CalydcQ M out of the most beautifbi in the whole oompasa of the Greek my- 
^thoiogy^frO^MBSpia, rotpaotk, icdainn, and pathetio, yet without any of thoat 
Wrors wUeb abcok aa In tht storiaa of Ibebea or Argos— no Jocasta, no 
Yhyettii, bot Agurea fall 0/ harofa troth and noblsiitis, atHMliag out in ibt 
Mkt bi^ of tbt tarty monitt of Grtsta, ... A oartfal study 
V tbt Ima tuhM kfaro <«tdi tbiir manner, and to 

fattiiMllyitin^of tMrt^ Tht leboUr ii f|fuek,mryftw 



'»»X::£^“X;r52rif“r^^ 

•®*«Iv1m. . . . H» k todarf. n *»o •onrtt to eofj Ibt amtr of 

tat loTtof hw weU*tod toXdT **“ “ >^““1 '“«»». 

Of^ Ont of mu; ‘*'“ rt™W*« to Aati|w, «, 

nttt. toj^taod with 

Vtf !«*. l««d, • ***>~'»‘ fUl MOOOdblgljr fliM."HS|,po«M«, 

★tlfch no mu ou *»; without 

«f ri«h yrt dmplo SigUth. . w. “** * “P*«w thttbnltiT 

ttik -~T«n^ •»«-» with which ho hu ^ 4 UbJ;^ 

, ill Colfdoo* 1| th* »n»0 aO ^ 

, tho; ofton moot with plotnna loo^te tothoiiJ ‘ ®" «*>■• W 

^ thou In tho (bllowinj torooitlon to 1^.“^^“ " ®*« ‘nJlxtJttS 

tothortototofor«vZntT^rtrthf^^ J- ’ • • ““V rtrotol^ 

*Wk 'nwt*'*Wchiotft)rtht^bro^^f'*^ ®“w mlpht bo oilod fcoa^ 

““>*«*> thnoot irroToreot to^ thok*imr.”\*“'* wlikh 

ilno to oipNMlon, . w« ‘'"P«»«tonoot of tho godi. « 
w* oould tarn for a iworounkHA- . 1 " “o* to whot poet ito^^ 

PM^hlob iho writor hu prolteri*^ 

-^wurjioic, iprtJH teM " *‘**® «? ***»*>• - 

'j^?W<®tott^ u gooi that ii k .! ^ 

^ ^ twi o2Sl‘^ 

.W %*» opto win 
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J, . Mr. Swkbamf bu U?M wHb tho |r«^ 
AtMlfcit iMailliiU tni bit m of ihoo^ bu tomowbAt mimtlttoJ to tbitrt) 
Mt tftiiktt to raapAthUo wttb tbom u a ooQUmportry Artlit, tbitt 

to abjfir bi A Riaoib, April 1S65. 

utnkff^bbtt ibownihAt wo miu^ pc^ to lot Hr. SwiobaroA pmMt 
iptfroBooi airMAtMW ud rich diUflnr of mAimof tbAo to mu; io tblf, 
otf MOCMily briof nriAwl a' lengthcood odUdi m or inAljiif of loob a 
rMk^utAb^ wo^ of jMfomlM.f Aptrt fh}m tbo Atrlooi ondcATour Aiid hl^ dofotr 
- b blA d^^rotod bliQiwlf in hli dnt Appool to pid)lle Attention, wo wo«M 

teoArk tbo leofQoaiooM, brlUlAocy, And ferroor of tbo Ijrlcf, which hero lad 
tbire^tiiOTOthA-mOrotoittbro AnditeroarphAACioftbopoeiiL . . . Atforodly 
tbit ii tbo obotooct And moot ootopUio rilbrt which bAO for a 1od| time Ah* 
oboncod tbAt A loholAr and a poot hu come Amongft Qf.**--XoiAura Hiaalis 
A^ttdi,\BK. f . 

**0m frtfo error, which Mr. Swinbonie hoi olmoit entirely Afotdodk io 
^ 010 of thoof hU or exproi^ono which, current now, wo'ald bo out of pUoo 
in A tTAfpody of Oreoce. Ho hoi, with raro ArtUtlc fholinK, let loArooly t trico 
ippOAT ofiDodem life. The Poem if oil aUto with the life of A oUaole ptoi 
, , , , The whole ploy U imUnot with power of TAriod klndi .’'^BzudJrii, 
/A%16a,lM5. ^ 

**Wo hAfo before itld Mr. Swiubnmo if a oobtle onAljit of homAo 
A&d ^poofoofoi frtAt troiplo power. The preoent work ibowi him to bATO 
ioMglAAtloo of the higbeot order, wondorfui ploy of fkney, end a oompMo 
oottBtiiidoTereTery form off ertldoitkm. . . . He bit command of ImAfery 
AO groAt u blf control of UnguAge. He hu power which rlooo to lubUmity ( 
pAfftoQ which deepeni into terror ; dAiing which fotri beyond roAch or ooAirhl 
.... We hAYO lAid enough to eonfinoe our readeri Umt we rtgird 
poom w A worthy eompAnton to ' ChuteUrd,' And look upon tti Author w^$«- 
HAoiaUy enrolled Among greit Engliih poetf.‘*-^inD4X TihAo, Doeeiolor Slif, 

taoi 


*tk#f Unof Are mirkod by, tbit molanoboly tbit ilwiyi dmnqtoris«l tbo 
poolty inpropmrtton to tbo o^oe of (kith. . . . Could bo hife (kitb, of 
wM tb^ iff not A troee throughout the poem, except the mlitrtbte neusm 
otiAtedby ito ibeonoe^ he might dn wooden u a poei.**— Tka TAii.nrdff#Mf 
tWhm* 


thtbA kigedy ltffelf,l[i And in it erorythlng to pnloe tod notbiag to. 
oogim It li ODO of the fow mUy greAt poome thot hAvo beon oontttbtttpd 
k>iifl)iu^btin^oatncekM And onbliee its Aotbor At ooeo 

to A.i^tt i^OH tbo greot poeto of hlo country. * ^ • A trogedy ot tbo 
,^pokn mod4.1»hMi to roiAarkAblo for tto lotooio rl^ty, tboriehhooo 

jfoe mmio of 

^ P^ of *bb ^mm m tbow^ to 



vbkb ^ hM a tHbot* ci rmidott to tboatno^ of ^ 

WaU«r B«fi«« tn t#a ^mpofittoiw of Omk fltOftM ?«m*’ TIm 
U ftdiAblHoOl^ddr^to Limdot whflo Ihriur, la tiM fbra of i 
on ibi ooemSc/ti of kii ntoro to lUHj; th* tMOoi tbe brnfir of 
tbi t#o, in oa liti dMth. No ooo wbo hw fbll bow tfa« iptrit of tbo 
JBiohTtoiO trl«^ ixm^AM thrabkb the fioglUh po«m« will ban bMa iv* 
prM to mej taoh reocler would bm boon dlMppolotod If Ho 

bid lM)t (bmuib-M Mr. Swlnboruo*! tboogbti moro with oeiroelxlOM Hoo 
Iftd fMotD on I modorm ttumo (if iodood Undor nix bo poopertx ntd to 
bokmt to bH own igo 10 moob u to tbit of Porkki md iofutoi) ta tbo 
liQfni«o lad moMuroo of Ctlliooi lud Nimnooroi tbin in hli utlTe ipoeeh. 

Of tbo Ofoob wo will only 117 tbit it it not tbit of 1 Combrldgo priio odO| 
tat lomotbitif muob bottof^-om if moro opon to rotnuto eritkirah'^bia tbo 
boft of mob } not in tbo loott Uko 1 oonto of diintj duolctl pbnoei, bat tbo 
froib orifinal gutbing of 0 poeticil toId, noorithod bj t matterj of tbi 
UxtiiQ Itngmgo, like tbit whlob Lindor hlmtolf in bit Litln poomt . . . • 

U ti ovtdeniiy tbo prodnoe, not of the tondor Ijrtctl fkoulty whicb 10 ofton 
wiUi on oonttttro youth md aflorwtrdi (Idei into tbo iigbt of common day, 
nor nrn of tbt elatihaal oultore of wbkb it it itiolf a lignal illmtriUoD. bnt 
of in afiunt and appribonilYo go&lnt, whlob, with ordinary cart and Mr 
f(Mrtnno,wiUtakoaforemoitplaMin En^ . v* Hit abitinonoo 

fro^ iQ otordrawn concoito it romarkablo in ayoong poet of my tlmo, nd Mo 
oiroftil aroidanoe of tbo ibadowy bordor Imd of mitipbyiloi md pootlt in 
wiiieb 10 mmy Tomiilon of our own day take rofbgt firom tbo opon letTitiny 
of erltioa] mnbgbt, dotorre M praiao md rioofiiitlon."--Enivimx Bamw 
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Fotp. Sfo, doth, 7 i. 
Jon CAwn Hotfur. 
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Ili Ilf m ft* opiokm iM Mr. SwinlpirB« bM broo^tt 

Uta wottn to t will oot do, ptHupf, to potr dofetj Iftto 

h«r pgcMtaoit \\m b tbno p tfmi If we do, we boooine ooeuUjr oowe^oi 
of tdoteb^ workmiQ^ «htf too Mdiko, Ood ihedM too deep, lod 

brobeo btneooiee of eotoi hit cloee the book, end look et the portraU 
nfloeUd from U kto the odnd and Done w%rfer painted of Uer »o trao. 
It if a portrait wbt^ pahit«r% «>d biatoriatia alike hare onlj confuted) U 
awaited a poet’i band to thla d^, and now we hare got It So think we, at 
any rite,, end in eayfng ao we ^ not exhanit the praiee which ie due to Iba; 
aothoe of 'Chtfieti^* The diiunattc fbroe of the aoenea In the latter half 
of the poem remalna to be applauded, but that, locklly for a critic who* bai 
oome to the end of bli tether, b a thing which oaa «>lj be applauded and 
enmot be deeorlbed) we glre It onr homage. Bot It ie rery much to the 
pvrpoee of tbie ertWe, that Jurt when the po«« beoomee more dramailc Ite 
tbolte begin to dbappeer j and before we come to tbe^admlraWe eoene between 
Miry and Chaetelard to prlaon, we are Winded to wbaterer reroalhi. The 
^ eeemt to be that Mr. Swinbomo la lees a poet than a dr matUt) tt ti 
effiain that be U capable of writing to a way which entitlce him to nhull con- 
ilderatkm aa the one, and to great oonildefatlon aa the othcy. . * . But to 
any eaae it can nerer be denied that lie ie a true man of gentoa.’— Pir>i MiXh 
aiLtim,ifrii)7tk,m 

“The two prtodpti flgnrec itand out boldly, and on them the poet ^ 

beetowidall the rldlee of bla genioi The eoene in whk-h, haring eent 

tor Chaetelard, f he telki to him to a strange wild mood between lore end regrettol- 
neei, la extremely eubtle and (toe, .... It will not be douWed by any ooa 
who bu the pnlee of poetry to bie blood that this U noWe writing— writiftf 
toitinct with the hlghcit spirit of the Ellxabethan Muse. And to the speech o 
Chietelard, when waiting fbr the Queen in her chamber, we hare somethtog of 
the large, Impcdal style of Shakspetre himself. .... The scene betweio^ 
Cbaetetafii and tlie Queen to prison la alio perraded with the hlgbeet inpirattoni 
M tmpaeslotted poetry; end though the lore-rarlngs of Chaatelerd ahdoet paii 
jBtobonideeoinmool.vpenniiied to poets, the shadow of (kle, l^lng dark end beaff 
aB.eeeiMtoeoWand modeiiU the glow. In paasagee snch ae these, Mr. 
SwkbunkitMnpfofiahb light to take a permanent etanJ emoof onr Kogliih 
poete. .... Ofpower, be bii tbundance) of peseion,perbape mote tta 
« 0 Qfh; of poetry, to ite fierce, loatoona, and tvj ihapii, a woodertol and 
pro^ rfrlneea* . . < » WbaUrer hli touKa, bowerer, be ie a nsaa of 
ge^ of the moat Wtmi^tokabto liirk. We do not know when it baa fkllen to the 
k|« any poet to *tthtoo*e year two such pbys as ' A talaoU to Cily^ 

&*ChaateM*«T^«Wle oonpetred and writtmi to two totally diettoct etyleii 
lidwtthmitkedMtoetoefaibyUu . « . HehisiirailacoiisptoQoiMDelDe 
itoftoer W kiHt Umt eten greeter trioto^ 

>tld ^ tuitjatotilMDf tor theb toMCtoatire toettH 

(henomtoafltoptfir 

mi .Mr «r flHir i tM mm^i ttr ^ 



li|i4o» ol th« poitvy U«» 

11140^ am rilMOQ I& itofr iM Ut. 

of mM lodr 

^WtttnoDly it)r^ ti abMiidi tapaiaa^ of Itrta pottie iMt» u4 ^ 
jMiflotof^t^daacrlbed witb,iU ibat Matojapd TltidtHat that en oti/ b« 
1^ 4il^ tb« wtitioff of a po«t aodowed with extnoitlinaiT f^oii Hh 

to itoibilbn fcho mdor a milty, bar natora being wood^^ libibHfd. 
Ojitm eharaeten are repreaentM with mar? eDona dlttinetneii, and gift lo U» 
tpifOdy Intereatand Tltaltt^"“PulIio Orurioi, JD#o«i^ 


^thOilTialiiofbrdbie that there b little that Wooldrendef the plaj^ondt Ibr 
^ ftage, were It'not for the great amoaot of amatlfeaeee wbluh the paHM haf# 
k dbpiey before they are dbpoeed of.”— Couw Caonii, DMmb^r ItSnl, 1M» 

ptetore with which thia bontoonoludee, tboogh too moch elaborated, h^ 
mdenfobb fTudeor. We ooold point oat ptaaagea which, in a drainatic polk dr 
view, are yeifin^,. Thoie giren to Kary Beaton— the only toochfogehaiadfork 
the pUy-^eh r^ the height of tiagic infen^ty. Xor ii It to be diapoted 
tM Mr. Swinbnme nbowa at ttmee a keen in^t Into the anbtleUee of hma 
laottre, bttt hti diief oharaoten a^ ont of the pale of oar lympathyj beaWrt 
befog Inherently Ttctow, the langSiage will oflfoid not only Uwee ^ hJ^re 
remwce, bat tboae who hare taate AtwitwtTH, DaeaiiW agrd, I9de. 

^ A tragely— in which we think he beat derolopa hil genina. Oooe befow we 
•aid we thoai^ hli geniui eaiantlally lyric, but be hhmelf baa oonrinoed oa, not 
trf the contrary, bot of the oo-^tbtence In him of the dra m aU n and lyrlo power 


Com Jomit, DmwAw IMt, 1805. 

^ The poem, fo fket, b Bjorally repolilTe, and all tta gilding of faney and Wkf 
carty mikea the picture more retoltfof . . . The dramatb power, the grace Mf 
Mw beauty of the tragedy no obe can deny, . . . HbinalghtintohlddenhW)^^ 
noUtea b marrtilooriy Indicated. Altogether, if the poem fkib tfoM 

Matbeattrtboted to the auldeci mdtba anthor'i tniad of b, ok fo hny Me of 
. worbnanthip of the tery hlfM and moat daikaU0rdef4'*-^^iuii Jae M er 

mm . 


ji^ittakflgnplaaaaat bookM o<why*llm4inakkekapeontof thehabdiOf 
'lU lWnhr aad^pnreHoriodedifor ^ HeantfonMi of many of the MagaMM 
-WlA^ffnotafow of.^e aaoMmeoU a»i»iA# hkpptfy ak 





Jir4«Hnu4 diwUtint tbe kw 
ineJA iiM v bk'4ka««ki« vUb 

tf qkeM pwi^; 

ta tt«i, M nrttti 




inri ti i iw im »y w « 

MtIdMiilr-Nt 
itoObn m> 4 y M itffl t 

n». »»» 


thM eoaiiiidahMUM 

mIM. . • '• B«(trdtDf OMWotiHki^oKw* 
.|br«draMtl«VO«in<if |T*t pew«r, «i«M lUlWI 
tor idiBinb)* deNripOeu of b«Mi 
ftfiN, toKlWo, J»t kWkrt tUfroutoo, tnd • 
n,*— B mim, D*e*0f !*••• 

8«ta»io«» tak frlttw k ttk**d j, wWA kok oalj b oo# of •»» 

flkAbeUMkkkf hki mnt boon io»Tk»»ka. *’*‘**[j; 

Wibkno taikoWoTedli‘ChM<otarf’bthoBK»ono*mrtJv,«l 
lUUofwUdi Ito oo«po«l*l<« ptoeUlm* him tho poot^ iw to^y dliltai* 

Soo toooo *W«h In ' Atjtoto in Cklydon- iiinod htik k tow^ 

modm I»«U. In too ouUor profnetioo, wnU kU tho o^w *** 

STtS^ook too rkoo tmU dkorio, ton boUtokfi of toonght ^ ^ » 
qoMti tokrm of Tonlllflktloo whlto oonotltotod H k *«•* ^ 

^^tmriwUod bokotr.tooroim notoroohwiowta* of 4»k«ktto 

* woM oBd kJmoot boWj powor which ohonotoibo lb onoeoioor. . , , 
m tob point, wboTO too tntoroot hoo klrob'y robhrf whU kppok^<^, 
roUnktom b moro.drkmkUo »dm<« •‘W»» toon too ono proco^ ^ 

IM iklU with whlch-thopobtow 

fchbnod witoottt mtl-ollmki U klbolntoly woodortol, . • • l^jw 
^ gbo In tooir tntogritj , no word ot^jur* ^odd «ng* to y bi^ 
Zoutodromtilototoo. Wltotoom, ondwltoonion kddodwo^WihkU 
IXb oor notlco of tob moot romook^o tngody of modom tonoi. -«o»k» 
mu, Ihcmb*^ 3 rJ, 186^0 

"Horklnhbnow poom of ‘ ChioWkii’ b Mr. AlginKw BwMw^ WttHag 
weh choniwM of which Chtrtcbid hlraoelf or Rouoord might hk« bm proM. 

omxrf oro thoy toll by mmy tooy kro Imogtood to U nmc^y dno^ 

too orlglDkl Pronto kntoor. Hot to« b no oi^r. 

^^^■^ ownoompokWon. Hoto k« two which oikomoWto In tkkb,toittB», 

■l^t.VMoitiutk 8ui, ZbMwbr W**' 
oMkrt o^tootOOMW pktikgM.wbhto wo anhorittUngly kOmoN aoO la^ 
agMd th tib iQf |"«y« ''-J.rrmtkoOL AUIOV, /Okkkiy 410, 1444. 

**Th* prtUo to which Mr. Swlnbomo oppoob will oooibt kkclniiroly of toooo 
0 ^ cyfe^kwoto of krt ^ lb ** 

J.\jm lit tlfci limlttttn* thin **T . . 

ifM kga twdittitiJ i whilh im&y dliUk*^ boi wbidi 

X i3J!rw£?2S11!^ •«-<» wihbhtb. iii-toka 0.0. 

C^MkMWtMI^«i4dr^«P<m ‘ dbbnlk,’ tor Mb oomotolii# (ntiOy 
C^!^:^SI^..ekJ»th»kl nroRMbhkBdlbbdoMateo* 


M^'tor.«ta%«Mlt.«itt«t itnaiiMNit f^niMV^w m 
_^of too.MdnMtoUo dhtpof MMytonnkfhbh nnt^--0i 
- . ; Thoookkktitib ^ 
wbW4»to*«ifc . .pmitf 


•H»i«fS»tt2«^ w ^f^2l !?* »*taboiiMfp:re|tt«loh; Tbm i^t 

' STJSS^^tf “ «fr»fcl'wfta» of mpwlor mm fik« 

SlutAl^h. 'l'!i!!r' P«W«, Mr. eXbiiJl 

•MtK U.I ^k> o^|wt of anph Iptmit to tU who wtimito orliriit Hi* 

' ‘Ilir piSt, ^ inteUoctmj wd morrt hta£/o! 

SUBWad. f-Fomiow IT B»tuw, Apt^ IM*, 1801 ^ 

toSiulJrffcJ! ^ *^*' ““*• to lh» rtotj, ttd 

l .^?T' ''"'-“‘‘to.ourterpJwoflital^^ 

" We hrri trat r»ertMed itii Judgment of til oompeteut erttlM. ta mtIm* «k.» 

™ki with the Aw greet poeU of thb wd of rt^uei, 

u ‘“*®^ totn hli • AtthmU In Cib(loiL‘ wUli 

, • • • Hlepo#lwUMetawoftte 

SfSSMStX^^ 

.x^wrttlnedtndrttrtle .Aengthof the ib«th^;£Xi^^ 

vz:fstis!r^ 

„^«0*rth»o^Theh«j;rt^^ 



POEMS j|nD ballads. 

Bi ALGERNON C. 8WINBDRNB. 

Votp. 8to, pp. W0| 
joM Camdm Honu. 


Stlecdoni from thtym hjibboui 
OPINK>Nt OF THE PREI# 

{ttfUkmiAmwief). 

TOIOB*. •» » whol*.U nHtiw pnto*nor 
^TIIfTuSKJrSllnita <«r diomt* «lgWp^l»W 

lot. 1818. 

► «Th«*«oo*klntoTohwtok»«iBid»toft«taM«<^ 

■ jC bU «»fc*-TM 8ootBU». 

V Cbml tafidirWitb* ««ii8 tOoMn iam tt 

|1^iW 



**Thtorttki Momvto iffmd in Mbtng upon whU 6mmm 
wH^oot iMjikiiig what teetTM rttpaei In Uik waj he bn bean alihtf i 
blin4f OK ▼V7 nnfl^f br dealt idth.**— Piju. Mali. Qaciri. 


** The tbeain Mr. 8#iiilKime ii oo-extenstre wlib thU knowledge aof 
parlance. It iHll expand, and there li no ftar of bU denied an aodtenJ 
emabed by a oritlqne. He la more Ukely to realize the boaat of Kelaoa, 1 
finding hlmaelf nnmentioned In the * Oaietta/ deolered a day woold come wh^ 
ahoold hare one for blma^ We are not In the aeoret of ^ own defonoe, ori 
raappeamnce. He may or may not withdraw poemi which hare been Im/j 
nat^ by deaignhig orttidam with a prorUncy which waa not their owu.**--Biil| 

**ln erery page of thaee poema we meet with endeneee of the fire, the fhh 
iMthelloen^ofyoath* Swinbome la a gannlne bard t he ineera at proprU 
he neter ipUti hain ; but glfea hill Tent to hia love and hate— hia oontempt 
aeom. He laogbi at what other people rerera. He woolddanoeinacathedni 
Btoloio Jonjrix. i 


^ It win be a tad day for EngUih poetry when inch Tohnnea u thla get rea^ 
praiaed by the better ortttoi,y6tth6 maHtof aome of the pleoea— though bl 
mean! high— li greater than of anything heretofore pnblUhed by thla admfl 
friend of Mr. Jonaa, Mr. Whtatler, and poor old Xianto.'* ibr mU h$ JHj 
# Jfofi».-<-BoaTon Commoiwialtm. 


' ** Thla ia aoolleetion of mlacaUioeona pleoea (A poetry, Ac., by that yonn^ 

promialng writer, Mr. Algernon Charlea Swinbome. The wor^ originally br 
out by Moion A Co., haa been reprinted by Oarleton of thla dtjina 
aoptfior and taatefhl ityla. Of the poema themaelrea, they are written In a 
ardanoy of yooth, bat many of the plecei breathe forth a lore of freedom, 
nd Joatloi in atroog bat t^y poetic langoage.*^— Niw Toix WiTomMijr. 

^ Thla ti a frffloaa book. The orltlca are not by an j meana onanlmdoa li^ 
eafimate of fiwtobome. Borne land hfan for 'ootapoken hooesty, eamea 
poetic Iniight, trath and beanty of exi^eaaloii,' whUe othera regard hie po^ 
am of doobtihl morality. That he Is a troa poet, a maatar of narroqa Ki( 

. ti|d Tfiy bolA no one poght to deny. Whether hla poetry la hkily to do ha| 
aihethef gmatiovu Tm i 

* If lore were what the nee la, 

And I ware Uke the 

«Udi haa litaly gm the roondi of the p^m, la In thla TCHttk% and nMqr ot 

pf Dtstirov, Ta, 

A tttia poe^liylaf a Im twawro^tzpr ia il^ n 
ia tMirKodiW iftyo|aiat)i. HkaM»aMtredwtththa|tirr^J)Mit^ 
mmrnm ^Mraage whUibybaMr #li|Kai 



bf fliotei tl«0l 

ibom. 
ihM il«kOit 

Wtkmt bn iftoolfM thr U 
^ nnk of lofliib poaU.] 
Jrii, ttdothtfPoaoM tod 


I at«ltadio m^ob « Al|«moft ChnUi 
wm, be hu nldbiUd » sitoHtjr of inUtlM* 
[ the ertttei* Tbe ihrfldiiv oiiftniUt/ of bk 
^ worid, end pbeed him oaqoMtioiiAbljr In 
\ A reeent edtUon of bit poemt, tntUled * Lane 
howerer, bea rahjocted him to e more 
h ordael than be baa yet mk witb« and hu ealled forth from hit own pen 
bncf wUfbwiUU pobUihai in the aeoond edition of hit new tolnme* 
{WeUaimiifoofftren|th(ntheie poemt, ontapokenboneaty, aatnrdyloTe 
ledom, eeneatoaaa, poetk Miht, tmth and beantf of expiinkm, b^ond 
^inf attained to by other of tha yoong poeta of tbe day* in aoma of tbe 
Aa are tbe peaeiona of yooth frtrleaaly ea p raae a d, and lUrrtnf deptha that 
t been attn^ hitherto by no poet in hU yoath«****P>ai niawtu Ani. 


u 


I onr modem erlttee are tery eeniitlff, tbe Vtote of poemi waa rather 
ialj deootmoed. Hm Moioqi were alarmed* and oopUa were ealled in aa that 
jaaible. Portnnataly one frU In onr way* and we read it thrcrnght with the 
t which the Tirtoona rertewen had llaahed npon the book. We Ibond aearoely 

i m deaerrtng the eenaorei of the hyper^pmdiah preae. If aeh waa in the 
y ftyle tn which Landor woold wrtte aboot old Greek itortea* mnoh in the 
and nerrona atyle tn which any bat an emaeoulated laoreata woold write 
b tome of the middle age legenda and romucee. The poema aeemad to be 
^ manly, figorooe-wlth none of the etfrminadea of Moore* the proAmitiii of 
m tha tofgeittm iwnrtencHea of many modem noTtU^ We eoold hoi 
IJ^.'eiclttibinf* ‘Where*! the harm?' ' Why decry inch poema ^ They ftay 
p^^the flmlta of fhineaa, tbe errori of yonth, the warmth of peaaioii* b«l are U 
worm than eeoree of the poemi of half a oentnry ago* and not half ao bed 
of tbe noteia of tonlay. Howeter* the oenaori prerailed, and the reltbiae 
tbdrawn—only to be repoblUbed by Mr, J. Camden Hotten* who* •• be 
Meeira. Moxon^-doea not aaU 8helley’i Worka* baa anderUkan^to fire 
\ tolome to the world.''~Bit]tDraiax JomwiL. 

poema are remarkabU for Ihefr rhjtbiide beenty and wondrooe wealth 

and exqniaite imigery. Bren when he hae bat Uttte to ley* fab 
of eiytng that litlle ii ao mttakil, that the melody diarmi « and Ungen 

like eome aweat itnin of Bim Pamnnrw. 

fotberwbo tedab^fn hb honaabold* Arnold at once conilgn it to the 
Jbr aeb ip 4" Cb, Jomraii* 

^l^tbdiflaaMtolaHhMwbateOaidhmbean the impaffing Dotfre of Mr. 
^ ^bamimo*rfHl thbeiaeotbn^hbwi4tbgito Hf oogbitn 

t betw mairetlmttteo nMl lewoyay ^itftiy^f h*ff"T ttiTBMliTTi eaa WTHtrwortltT 

FiteMtpoit'ttiiihtMw dpa. whUi bt.kH ilBM gina « 

" ( 




• ciurtiuit' ' awMMoiI,' »1»4 now ttw 

wwd. .nta,ttliini«,iin Ut«ni7 bMoij bM nUMMitlj OMoaBon'to «[ 

®® ■*?!»•••> botttta non* an It* of Mp«i Uiilbrtaii»Wyhapoii«i 

in«b»orfln»ytn»»iMp<)w«r of oipwMlon, tad» mdodioa «W^lal 
■N of I«i|atf* Mtd of po«ii« »U*k •omotimoo laTorto Ui inatt tel 

VtthBohUmthithilfToUitlMtrTlIoneM." Xbr tal* tt Vg^ mi BnOml 
PoMUntaiM. ^ 

"Lotmbopofiuttbokliifdaa on owth whldi tb« poob holp odroiM^ 
wUch oliondy ownt tlM oomtut ttnioo of noh aon m Toon jmo, UngMi 

Btfut, Lowdl, nuv not miM tho brilliant wd lobtlo powtt of Bwlnbonu’i toA 

— Baoonn Unon. 

" IWaOjljr no port hM brongbt to tha itaply foninoM (Ulghti of lo«i to 
inbtloitirtlflnbrwhlohpMriintoklDdWtahoMtof mMindwoiiuui, bywi 

th* •onlit nbdnod md dlafnood md ovonrheliDod In Intamli of floroo, nod 
•Wo Joy, to tto nnnttonblo ongnlth follo<rin(r, mo™ of tho gnooo ond oUaran 
and bdd. nnoonooalod doUneattoo of paMlon, than Mr. Bwinbnrno. BjioJ 
ooaraoandeeldbaaldohlBL Tom Moow la a wayward, onporfrial obattawt J 
parad to Swinbnna. .... Wo haao no tympathy with the aritldam w* 
dononnooa Hr. Bwlnbotna and bio poetry ao hcqialoaily bad."— Baooii 
Dnow. ’ 

"Itlothnathatinohworko ohogldooaootobopalinodoff on awpabhon 
thonaBMofanthoNorgood ropoto, and with tho Imprint of roqtottablo 
liabertoatlMlititlo-pagoo." "Inourreriowof ‘ChaoWard’ wo fbrmod oo 
an oottmata of bio ability ao to doom hlman ntterlyoTor-eotlmatod yoong 

Waaxmtnv Tiuatara. 

■Tho'potmaan aU otrongly charaetoriotia, nraotoal. and gnooMIy rata’ 

Tha.&tal (holt in tho ayoo of thoEngUoh orittoa b tho ooDonil tone of ooma ot 

poana,wblditboy anggarato beyond reacon and oomaon aenfo."-HaB« 
CoVUn. 

"1^ booh Mama to bo HhaOharioo Baada’o 'OiUkh Onnt’i 
watt WbHiaaa’a * Lan«a,of Qnfi,' in a opirit of protoat to what Baada tarW 
'pnriantpondlahnaaa’ofthoaga."— WannoionBcai. ' 



^ Avmk oy aM bjujuum" csmst, 

NOTES ON 

“poem and ballads." 

Bt ALGBRNON 0. SWINBURNE. 

Syo, li. 

JoBH Camdin Honor. 


, OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, 

jr. SwinboTM her* ipeiikt ftir hJmielf irlthoot penoDtUtj of ad; Und, hot 

fteh goner*! *iprt*»loo ef loorii, whkh the nMll criUoi h*w Ihi^ bnweWi 
«yfaUiem**lTefc It U to b* regretted th*t • joong poet, from whom Braek 

bj lid • boped, ihonU be thu Ibroed Into «X|diiMtloDi thet otn only hnnUlat* 
p— «l f whont thef were rtqoired."— ExAXini, 

^•J^ hwenoipooe to dwell in/ltarther upon Hr. Swlnbom*’* dHbetoad n> 
Tlwf ire both Tory gr*it*ndr*m*A*ble."-Pi«. Hilt Oinm. 
tbly ind eloqoeoUr. In ptow worth; of tho pen which WT<?U 
IwwaL^**^^' ^ * ChiiteUrd -ewnett, grtphlc, mwictl. He ehiirti witih 
1 thet e poet if not bound to write efen for reriewen, thci he hm 
jhtf to otter, hie own tn^te to pletee, and while hetdmlU tberlfht 
> .to eofflpliin, he only deminde that the iteDdard of Judfinent fheU 

(endtim He tehee hk qneetioned poe»i, end ihowi tW)m whtt 

r were written, end how they ihouid be looked et-e point of riek that 
ifh Boftieh poet, trained in the end to eee whr tii* 

if-Cl.'SJi.T “* 

**f**flMp k«Nl, iliok Inttibl*, 
riaJlof lift 

^ ae Uriar Heaeti ItoiM aki Cb. teiw 




Tht ftBi tml of ihm «nd daoUrM iliAi m 

kMp^^mllk-walklbr ihtttttofbih«.**--4SraiuTQiAni. ^ 

W« IdfUj apprort o^ tb«.<MoM nuda 1>j1UEr. Swinbnna of tlM HW 
witof, «ttd wUUiiglj tndoTM Ui aebtliDeDtie-^Lltentffir*, to bt worthy 
lOiiit W Urfe, libonU, dnotro, and oanooi brehaata if pb^ 

•ltd piwU^UMaa onnol Iceap bow together. Wbare free apa^ aiid hit 
$n intordktad, Ibd hinta ai^^fll ao^fCiUoiii axo batobtd Into ftitid ] 
iimoio AjDTBitiaii. 

^ Tenlilad by tba olamoor of a literary oUqoa, Kr» 8wiiilmn>f'a pobti 
withdrawn their name from the titie-page of hia book. . . . Weottmotl 
d'tradeeman for deolfning to carry on the aak of certain gooda which may i 
tothetafteofhlabeatenatomcraor anpportere. . . « What we find! 
ii that th% pobUo are not aljgwed to form an opinion few thteuelTea on the ml 
The fonetion of yoqn^alifm la to lift the wheati bnt not to bom what it eon" 
to be ohaff with nnqneDohable fire.**— Tn Biinu. 

**Ih France, u in Germany, atufo a mlarepreaentatlon aa aren the forj 
Jopmala hara glren of Mr. Swlnbnme’a Poema wonM hare been Impoaalble. [ 
ioeh abnndtnoe of Imaglnatioo, inch plethora of tangoage, tneh aab 
paaalon, aa theaa rohunea contain, there ii am^de food for htamry and 
ifoloal orltieUm, wltbont retorting to the methoda that atrore to croah Leigh \ 
Hailftt, and Shelley and Keata, that found profligacy in *Bimlnl* and blaai] 

In ‘ Adonala.’ ExiJiorji. 

* Under ^the title of ‘Notea on Poema and Reriewi,* Mr. Algernon Cl 
Swlnbmm/hu Juat pnbllahed, with Mr* Hotten, of Plooadllly, what ha appal J 
detigna to be a cmihlng reply to the whole body of hit critioe, and a trlomi^ 
tlndloatiotrof hla own poetic reputation. We, the Sun, bowerer, think tlu| 
thna ondertaken with to mnoh andadty, waa in itielf too flagrantly Mitiafc|l 
prote otherwiae tium an lneTitable.^«».* **— To 8m ^ 

"Thatbiagenina iadramatio^flnelydraaatio— we hare taken the Uberty T 
mm on other ooeasioni} it laeertaiD, tofl, that whatemr thia dramatic U 
wrHea, la dramatidilly written t andlt ia paat all diapote^ that what a man] 
way la not to be taken *tbe a aae rti o n of Ha aaathora own Mfn 
iyhlu^”--PauMaiJ4tt4iin«. ‘ 

^ «*0iflitimnie--llkiByTon--hiarephedfohli^ttet,notlnapoe^ . 

pamphlet, entitled *Hotaa on Poema and Benbwa.* Betakei nphlapoei] jt 
by one, teUa why he wrote them and what be ooeaot, defonda himeelf froa 
^ttrgt of vnltafttji and dtea e l aia i oal aathorlty withott atint Hr. 0wii 
deetam he hat nam wrlttea tw tiMtfOiWhtd or the irodenk”^^ : 
Swart ^|werwPo«.' ^ ^ 



ttfov of His vloda ^ w braid u KMiA 
k ogiMOQ art ■ttaaptinf tlw NhobOtteUai 

™ ;Mk« aU Mr, SwlstmiM^ intaaoaayb 

;lV(ra4idd|to > • vadaaiD of BBiMafa dma 

Vlr.bat kmwraifaot wtwtararfertikiUattaa 
anrat dd iMd wortlix fcra of pbUMUam h 

— — Jt* •» •? r** «d wbbP. tndlfBairt mbapM 

^ of Cnftia aeoMr, and tha UHlanoaa of Bttfttab art, ba kMcaowtOM 
ba abooM attain Injnlfanoa latbar than Mi i f at w aap t a U wa,'* ^gga n ai 


liMdtaayaoialc^ 

laaaMfbd^'HP^ 

dlBtiiafcip 4 a». 

Oa. — 


aaaDoat^iio<aa}paaiitaiaontdnMr.8irtabnrntfaaaawit(Dhlada«ra<itort 
It of tba panpUat baa in it tba aaon that a inm>blooM poimf poat moll 
rtfaatwbkbBra^a i tbanaaJiif 


waw WOBK BY HB. 8WIBBUB1IB. 


ESSAYS OK THE LH^ AKD WORKS 

' Of - * 

WILLIAM BLAKE,, 

POBT AND ABTIST. ' 
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poptiJw brw^^? 


Ql Jtof II moni^fr ifejop Pop^Jw brw^f Jxh 

ftfftm^ HKimer wm »aTW^P^ tiplj a E»tt^, thit'H^ 

i «Wd, ^ Ta»o waa a UrM i Jodtoroaa cha^fcil 

iMiOi 5 real <»r ftctlUotu oriin# ^, 

Qkp^ agalnl^ P«^ «wl ^ ^ 

•*f or a oiittclim flrlendly by bt*^ the antiior fifeely admltp, at W^ 
Ibioeofitnc^ critical admlratioii, tiria eaaay ofUr. on Mr. 0tW|l 

recent Tolnme !■ a Tory caodW one, and alio (me of true critical 
the the diticlfm of thle eaaay is true critiotem and good c^tSp^#Pt'^ 
erar l^adeq^^r ^ eatimatee lOino of Mr. Swlnhnme'a 
BrfciA!^^ V- \ 

'*floJ^^(SdticifiW\g^ and tetoj)e£r^y'aipwAf^ 
atMM^a^^ea^ Mr^ 

' ••jUiaieeert;®^^ 
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